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PROLOGUE 


Would we knew what to do, or ſay, or when 


O pleaſe alls impoſſible, and to deſpair 
Ruins our ſelves, and damps the Writers Care: 


+ ® 


To find the Minds here equai with the Men : 

But we muſt venture; now to Sea we go, 

Fair Fortune with us, give us Room, and blow, 
Remember youre all Vent'rers; and in this Play 
How many Twelve-pences ye have flo d this Day: 
Remember for return of your Delight, Lie, 
We launch, and plough through ſtorms of 


ear, and 


Give us your Fore-winds fairly, fill our Wings, 


And ſteer us right; and as the Saylor ſings, 
Loaden with Wealth, on wanton Seas, ſo we 


Sball make our Home- bound. voyage cheerfully ; 


And you our noble Merchants, for your Treaſure 
Share equally the Fraught, we run for Pleaſure. 


Dra- 


Dramatis perſonæ 


M E N. 


Storax, King of Paphos. 
Memnon, the General and the Mad Lover. 
Polydor, Brother to Memnon, beloved of Calis. 


Felpbius) two eminent Soldiers. 


Chilax, an old merry Soldzer. 

Siphax, 4 Soldier in Love with the Princeſs. 

Stremon, 4 Soldier that can ſing. 

Demagoras, Servant to the General. 

Chirurgeon. 
Fool. 
Page. 
Courtiers. 


WOMEN. 


Wy neee 15 8 i DS... : 
.. WW ab oe 9 . : ; - 
> > 3 My 4 > 


| IE Calis, Sifter to the King, and Miſtreſs to Memnon, 7 

5 Cleanthe, Siſter 70 Siphax.* 's 6 
| Lucippe, one of the Princeſs's Women. : : 9 
| Prieſt of Venus, an old — - - 
| A Non. © 


Cloe, a Camp gerek. 


SCENE PAPHOS. 
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MAD LOVER 
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Flouriſh. Enter Aſtorax King of Paphos, his Si. 


fler Calis, Train, and C:eanthe, Lucippe, Gen- 


tlewomen, at one Door; at the other Eumenes, a 
Solder. | | 


>. RUMENRES 
= Ealth to my Soveraign. 


King. Enmenes, welcome: 
Welcome to Paphos, Soldier, to our Love, 
And that fair Health ye wiſh us, through 
| (the Camp 
all happy; Rx 


Me 


N 


| = May it diſperſe it ſelf, and make 
How does the General, the valiant Memnon, 
And how his Wars, Eumenes ? 


Eum. The Gods have giv'n you (Royal Sir) a Soldier, 
Better ne*er ſought a Danger, more approv'd 


2 


5 1 In way of War, more Maſter of his Fortunes, 
Exdert in leading em; in doing valiant, 
Ihn following all his Deeds to Victories, 


w_— 
pl * 


And holding Fortune certain there. 
King. O Soldier. | os 
Thou ſpeak'ſt a Man indeed: a General's General, 
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A Soul conceiv'd a Soldier. 
Eum. Ten ſet Battels. 
Againſt the ſtrong Ulurper Drocles 

V hom long Experience had begot a Leader, 
Ambition rais'd too mighty) hath your Memnon 

Won, and won glorioufly, diſtreſt and ſhook him 
Evey from the head of all his Hopes to nothing: 

n three, he beat the Thunder-bolt his Brother, 

Forc'd him to wall himſelf up: There not ſafe, 

Shook him with warlike Engines like an Earthquake, 
ill like a Snail he left his Shell, and crawl'd 

Fy Night and hideous Darkneſs to Deſtruction: 
Difarm'd for ever riſing more: Twelve Caſtles, 

Some thought impregnable; Towns twice as many; 
Countries that like the Wind knew no command 

ut Savage wildnels, hath this General 

With loſs of Blood and Youth, through Storms and Tem- 
Call'd to your fair Obedience. (peſts, 
Ring. O my Soldier, nes 
That thou wert now. within my Arms! what Drums 
re thoſe that beat, Eumenes? [ Drums within, 
Eum. His, my Soveraignz . 
P imſelf i'th' Head of Conqueſt drawing home, 
An old Man now to offer up his Glories, 

And endleſs Conqueſt, at your Shrine. 

King. Go all, 

And eutertain him with all Ceremony; 
We'll keep him now a Courtier. 
Eum Sir, a ſtrange one, $5 
Pray God his Language bear it; by my Life, Sir, 
He knows no Complement, nor curious caſting 
Of Words into fit Places e'er he ſpeak 'em: | * 

Jie can ſay Fight well Fellow, and V1 thank thee: 
Fe that muſt eat, muſt fight; bring up the Rear there, 


Or charge that Wing-of Horſe home. _ [Flouriſh. 


* 


Ki:g. Go too, go too. 
Ente M=mnon, with à train of Courtiers, and 
 »Sliers, two Captains, Chilax, &c. 
Valiant an! W iſe are twins, Sir: Welcome, welcome, 
Welcome my fortunate and famous General, © 


* 


High 


1 


High in thy Prince's Favour, as in Fame, 


Ho gloriouſly. 3 


"ou 
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Welcome to Peace, and Paphos. 

em. Thank your Grace, 

And wou'd to God my dull Tongue had that Sweetneſs 
To thank you as I ſhou'd; but pardon me, 

My Sword and I ſpeak roughly, Sir: Your Battels, 

I dare well ſay, I have fought well; for I bring ye 
That lazy end you wiſh for, Peace, ſo fully, 

That no more name of War is: Who now thinks 
Sooner or ſafer theſe might have been ended, 

Begin 'em if he dare again; I'll thank him. 

Soldier and Soldier's Mate theſe twenty five years, 

At length your General, (as one whoſe Merit 
Durſt look upon no leſs,) I have waded through 
Dangers wou'd damp theſe ſoft Souls, but to hear of. 
The Maiden-heads of thouſand Li- es hang here, Sir. 
Since which time, Prince, I know no Court but Marſhal, 


No oylie Language, but the ſhock of Arms, 


No dalliance but with Death; No lofty Meaſures 
But weary and {ad Marches, Cold and Hunger, 


Larums at midnight Valours ſelf would ſhake at, 


Yer I ne'er ſhrunk : Balls of conſuming Wildfire, 


That lickt Men up like Lightning, have I laught at, 


And toſt *em back again like Childrens trifles. | 
Upon the edges of my Enemies Swords (ing, 
I have marcht like Whirl-winds, Fury at this Hand wait- 
Death at my right; Fortune my forlorn Hope, 


When l have grapled with Deſtruction, 


And tug'd with pale-fac'd Ruin, Night and Miſchief} | 


Frighted to ſee a new Day break in Blood; 


And ev'ry where I conquer'd; and for you, Sir, 

Mothers have wanted Wombs to make me Famous, 

And blown Ambition, dangers; Thoſe that griev'd ye, 

I have taken order for i'th' Earth: Thoſe Fools 

That ſhall hereafter ———- 

King. No more Wars, my Soldier: 

We muſt now treat of Peace, Sir. Lee 
[King takes Memnon afide and talks with him 

Cle. How he talks, 


Ges | cal. 


1 
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Cal. A goodly timber'd Fellow, | 
Valiant no doubt. 05 | 
' Cle. If Valour dwellin vaunting; 

In what a Phraſe he ſpeaks, as if his Actions 

Cou'd be ſet off in nothing but a Noiſe? 
Sure h'as a Drum in s Mouth. | 

Cal. | wonder, Wenches, 

How he wou'd ſpeak to us. 

Cle. Nothing but Larum, by: | 
Tell us whole Throat he cut, ſnew us his Sword, 
And bleſs it for ſure biting. 

'  Lucip. And it like your Grace, 
] do not think he knows us what we are, 
Or to: what end; for 1 have heard his Followers 

Affirm he never ſaw a Woman that exceeded 
A Sutler's Wife yet, or in Execution | 
Old bed-rid Beldames without Teeth or Tongues, 

That wou'd not fly his Fury? How he looks. 
ie. This way devoutly. 

Cal. Sure his Lordſhip's viewing 
Our Fortifications. 

Lucip. If he mount at me, 

1 may chance choak his Battery. 

Cal. Still his Eye RT 

Keeps quarter this way: Venus grant his Valonr 
Be not in Love. 

Cle. If he be, preſently 
Expect a Herald and a Trumpet with ye 
To bid ye render; we two Perdu's pay for't elſe. 

King. VI leave ye to my Siſter, and theſe Ladies, 
To make you welcome fuller. My good Soldier 
We muſt now turn your Sternneſs into Courtſhip | 
When ye have done there, to your fair Repoſe Sir: | Hour. 
know you need it Aſemnon; welcome, Gentlemen. 

„ [Exit King. 

Luc ip. Now he begins to march: Madam,theFar's yours, 
Keep your Ground ſure; 'tis for your Spurs. 2 75 

Mem. O Venus. 


/ 


He kneels amas d, and forgets to ſpeak. . 


Cal. Ho he {tires on me. | 
, | ; | | Cle. 
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Cle. Knight him Madam, knight him, 
He will grow to th' Ground elſe. 
Eum. Speak Sir, tis the Princeſs. 
I Cap. Ye ſhame your (elf, ſpeak to her. 
Cal.” Rife and ſpeak, Sir. 
Ye are welcome to the Court, to me, to all, Sir. 
+ Lucip. Is he not Deaf? . 
Cal. The Gentleman's not well. a 
Eum. Fic, noble General. 
Lucip. Give him freſh Air, his Colour goes; how do ye? 
The Princeſs will be glad, Sir. 
Mem. Peace, and hear me. | 
Cle. Command a Silence there. 
Mem, ] love thee, Lady. 
Cal. I thank your Lordſhip heartily : Proceed, Sir. 
Lucip. Lord how it ſtuck in's Stomach like a Sur:cit. 
Cle. It breaks apace now from him, God be thanked, 
W hat a fine ſpoken Man he is. 
Lucip. A choice one, of ſingular variety in Carriage. 
Cle. Yes, and I warrant you he knows his diſtance. 
Mem. With all my Heart I love thee. 
Cal. A hear ty Gentleman, 
And I were een an arrant Beaſt, my Lord, 
But T lov'd you again. 
em. Good Lady kiſs me. | 
Ge. Ay marry, Mars, there thou cam'ſt cloſe up to her. 
Cal. Kiſs you at firſt, my Lord? Tis no fair faſhion, 
Our Lips are like Roſe buds; blown with Mens Breaths, 
They loſe both Sap and Savour; there's my Hand, Sir. 
Euni. Fie, fie, my Lord, this is too 1ude. 
Neem. Unhand me, ; 
Oonſume me if I hurt her; good ſweet Lady 
Let me but look upon thec- 
7 ˙ 
Mem. Vet 
Cal. Well Sir, 
Take your full view. _ FER, 
Lucip. Bleſs your Eyes, Sir. 
Cal. Mercy, WE 
Is this the Man they talkt of for a Soldier, | 
| Cc 3 33 
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So abſolute and excelleht? O the Gods, 

If I were piven to that Vani 

Of making ſport with Men for Ignorance, 
What a moſt precious Subject had I purchas'd? 


Speak for him, Gentlemen: Some one that knows 
What the Man ails; and can ſpeak Senſe. 


Cle. Sure, Madam, - 


This Fellow has been a rare Hare-finder. 
See how his Eyes are ſer. 
Cal. Some one go with me, 
I'll ſend him ſomething for his Head; poor Gentleman, 
He's troubled with the Staggers. 
Lucip. Keep him dark, 
He will run March mad elſe, the fumes of Battels 
Aſcend into his Brains. 5 
Cle. Clap to his Feet | 
An old Drum-head, to draw the Thunder downward, 
Cal, Look to him Gentlemen : Farewel, Lord, I am 


We cannot kiſs at this time, but believe it (ſorry 


We'll find an hour for all. God keep my Children 
From being ſuch ſweet Soldiers; ſoftly, Wenches, 
Leſt we diſturb his Dream. | Exeunt Calis, and Ladies. 
Eum. Why this is monſtrous. | 5 
1 Capt. A ſtrange Forgetfulneſs, yet ſtill he holds it. 
2 Capt. Though he ne'erſaw a Woman of great Faſhion 
Before this Day, yet-methinks *tis poſſible 
He might imagine what they are, and what 
Belongs unto em: Meer Report of others. 


Eum. Piſh, his Head had other Whimſies in't: My Lord, 


Death I think y'are ſtruck dumb; my good Lord Ge- 
1 Capt. Sir. 1 EIS 
Mem. That I do love ye, Madam; and ſo love ye, 
An't like your Grace. | | 
2 Capt. He has been ſtudying this Speech. 
Fum. Who do ye ſpeak to, Sir? 
Mem. Why where's the wad b 
The Woman, the fair Woman? | 
1 Capt. Who? ” 3 
Mem. The Princeſs, ; 
Give me the Princels. 


d. | | Fun. 


* 


(neral. 


The Mad Lower. 855 


= - Eum, Give ye Counſel rather 


To uſe her like a Princeſs : Fy my Lord, 
How have you born your ſelf, how nakedly 
Laid your Soul open, and your Ignorance 

To be a ſport to all. Report and Honour 
Drew her to do you Favours, and you bluntly, 
Without conſid'ring what, or who ſhe was, 
Neither collecting Reaſon, nor Diſtinction. 

Mem. Why, what did I, my Maſters ? 

Eum. All that ſhews | 
A Man unhandſom, undigeſted Dough. 

Mem . Did not I kneel unto her? 

Eum, Dumb and ſenſeleſs, | 
As though ye had been cut out for your Father's Tomb, 
Or ſtuck a Land-mark; when the {poke unto you, 
5 the Excellence of all our Iſland, 

Ye ſtar'd upon her, as ye had ſeen a Monſter. 
Men. Was I ſo foolith? I confeſs, Eumenes, 
I never ſaw before ſo brave an Qurſide, | 
But did I kneel fo long? 

Eum. Till they laught at ye, | 

And when you ſpoke, I am aſham'd to tell ye 
What *twas, my Lord; how far from Order; 
Bleſs me, is't poſſible the wild noiſe of War, 
And what ſhe only teaches thou'd poſl ſs ye? 
Knowledge to treat with her, and tull Diſcretion 
Being at flood ſtill in ye: And in Peace, 

And manly Converſation, ſmooth and civil, 
Where Gracefulneſs and Glory rwyn together, 
Thruſt your ſelf out an Exile? 

Do you know, Sir, what State ſhe carries? 

W hat great Obedience waits at her Beck continually? 

Mem. She ne er commanded 
A hundred thouſand Men, as I have done, 

Nor ne'er won Battel; ſay | wou'd have kiſt her. 

Eum, There was a dainty affer toa, a rare one. 

Mem. Why, ſhe is a Woman, is ſhe not? 

Eum. She is ſo. | ag 
* Mem. Why, very well; what yas ſh2 made for then? 
ls ſhe not young, and h indſo n, bied to breed? 5 
O 4 Do 
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Do not Men kiſs fair Women? if they do, 

If Lips be not unlawful ware; why a Princeſs 

ls got the ſame way that we get a Beggar, 

Or I am cozen'd and the ſelt-fame way 

She mult be handled &er ſhe get another, 

That's Rudeneſs, is it not? 885 1 
2 Capt. To her 'tis held fo, and Rudeneſs in that high 
Mem. Tis Reaſon, (degree - 

Bur I will be more punctual; pray what thought ſhe? "3 

Eum. Her Thoughts were merciful, but ſhe laught 2 

Pitying the poorneſs of your Compliment, © (at ye, 1 

And fo ſhe left ye. Good Sir, ſhape your ſelf 

Ta underſtand the Place and noble Perſorts 

You live with now. WR 
1 Caft. Let not thoſe great Deſerts 

The King hath laid up of ye, and the People, 

Be blaſted with ill bearing. 1 
Eum. The whole Name of Soldier then will ſuffer. 

Mem. She's a ſweet one, N 

And good Sirs leave your Exhoitations, 

They come untimely to me; I have Brains . 8 

That beat above your reaches: She's a Princeſs, * 

That's all; I have kill'd a King, that's greater. 3 

Come let's to Dinner, iſ the Wine be good, 

You ſhall perceive ſtrange Wiſdom in my Blood. 

CE LS p [Ereunt all but Chilax. 
Chi. Well, wou'd thou wert i' the Wars again 
Old Memon, there thou wou'dft talk to th' purpoſe, 

And the proudeſt of all theſe Court Cameleons 

Wou'd be glad to find it Senſe too: Plague of this 

Dead Peace, th s Baſtard breeding, e Idleneſs, 

Now we muſt learn to pipe, and pick our Livings 

Out of old rotten Ends: Theſe twenty five Years 

I have ſerv'd my Country, Ioft my Youth and Blood, 

Expos'd my Lite to Dangers more than Days; 

Yet let me tell my Wants, I know their Anſwers, 

The King is bound to right me, they good People 

Have but from Hand to Mouth. Look to your Wives 

Your young trim Wives, your hizh-day Wives, your 

For if the Soldiers find not Recompence, (Marchpanes, 

| | Ke 
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As yet there's none a hatching ; I believe, 
You Men of Wares, the Men of Wars will nick ye, 
For ſtarve nor beg thy mult not; my ſmall Means 
Are gone in fumo: Here to raiſe a better, 
Unleſs it be with lying, or Dog flattering, | 
At which our Nation's excellent z obſerving Dog-days, 
When this good Lady broils and wou'd be baſte 
By that — Lord, or ſuch like Moral Learnings, 
Is here Impoſſible: Well; I will rub among em 
If any thing for Honeſty be gotten, | 
Though't be but Bread and Cheeſe, I can be fatisficd : 
If otherwiſe the Wind blow, tiff as I am 
Yer I ſhall learn to Shuffle: "There's an old Laſs 
That ſhall be nameleſs yet alive, my laſt hope, 
Has often got me my Pocket full of Crowns. 
If all fail——Jack-Daws, are you alive ſtill? (proſper. 
Then I ſee the Coaſt clear, when Fools and Boys can 
Eg, Enter Fool, and Page. 
Page. Brave Lieutenant. | 

Fool. Hail to the Man of Worſhip. 

Chi. You are fine Sirs, bes. 95 
Moſt paſſing fine at all Points. 

Fool. As ye ſee, Sir, | 
Home-bred and handſome, we cut not out our Clothes, 
At halt ſword as your Taylors do, and pink em (Sir, 
With Pikes and Partizans, we live retir'd, Sir, 
Gentleman like, and jealous of our Honours. (you, 

Chi. Very fine Fool, and fine Boy, Peace plays with 
As the Wind plays with Feathers, dances ye, | 
You grind with all Guſts, Gallants. 

Page. We can bounce, Sir, | 


When you Soldados bend i*th* Hams, and frisk too. 
Fool. When twenty of your Trip-coats turn their 
And your cold Sallets without Salt or Vinegar ( Tippets, 
Be wambling in your Stomachsz Hemp and Hobnails 
Will bear no price now, Hangings and old Harness 
Are like td over- run us. Page. Whores and hot Houſes. 

Fool. Surgeons and Syringes ring out your Saints-bells. 

Page. Your Jubile, your Jubile. 

Fool, Prob Deum. 


| How 


3 


* 
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How our St. Georges will beſtride the Dragons, 
The red and ramping Dragons. 
Page. Advance't Fool 
Fool. But then the Sting i'th' tail, Boy: 
Page. Tanto Melior. | 
For ſo much the more Danger, the more Honour. 
Chi. Vou're very pleaſant with our Occupation, Gentle- 


Which very like amongſt theſe fiery Serpents (men 


May light upon a Blind-worm of your Blood, 
A Mother or a Siſter. | 
Fool. Mine's paſt ſaddle, 
You ſhould be be of her elſe: But ſay, Sir Huon, 


Now the Drums dubbs, and the Sticks turn'd Bed-ſtaves, 


All the old Foxes hunted to their Holes, 
The Iron Age return'd to Erebus, 5 
And HFonorificabilitudinitatibus EE 
Thruſt out o'th* Kingdom by the Head and Shoulders, 
What Trade do you mean to follow? TY 
Chi. That's a Queſtion. = 

Fool. Ves a learned Queſtion if ye mark it, 

Conſider and ſay on. 


Chz. Fooling as thou doſt, that's the beſt Trade, take it. 


Fool. Take it ſtraight then, | 9 
For fear your Fellows be before ye; hark ye, Lieutenant, 
Fooling's the thing, the thing worth all your fightings, 
When all's done ye muſt Fool, Sir. 

Chi, Well, I muſt then. F 

Fool. But do you know what Fooling is? true Fooling, 
The Circumſtances that belong unto it?; 

For every idle Knave that ſhows his Teeth, | 
Wants and would live, can juggle, rumble, fiddle, 
Make a Dog-Face, or can abuſe his Fellow, 

Is not a Fool at firit Daſh; you ſhall find, Sir, 

Strange turnings in this Trade; to Fool is nothing 

As fooling has been, but to fool the fair way, 
The new way, as the beſt Men fool their Friends, 

For all Men get by fooling, meerly fooling, 
Deſert does nothing, valiant, wiſe, virtuous, 
Are things that walk by without Bread or Breeches. 

Chi. 1 partly credit that. TS 


5 Fool. 
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Pool. Fine Wits, fine Wits, Sir, . 
There's the young Boy, he does well in his way too, 
He cou'd not live elſe in his Maſter's abſence 

He tyes a Lady's Garters ſo, ſo prett il, 

Say his Hand lip, but ſay ſo. 

Chi, Why let it {lip then, | 

Fool. *Tis ten to one the Body ſhall come after, 
And he that works deſerves his Wages. 

Chi. That's true. 

Fool. He riddles finely to a Waiting- Gentle woman, 
Expounds Dreams like a Propet, dreams himſelf too, 
And wiſhes all Dreams true; they cry Amen, 

And there's a Memorandum: He can ſing too 
Bawdy enough to pleaſe old Ladies: He lies rarely, 
Pawns ye a ſute of Clothes at all points, fully, 
Can pick a Pocket if ye pleaſe, or Casket; 

Liſps when he liſt to catch a Chamber-maid, 

And calls his Hoſteſs Mother, theſe are things now, 
If a Man mean to live: To fight and ſwagger, 
Beaten about the Ears with bawling Sheepsbins, 
Cut to the Soul for Summer: Here an Arm loſt, 

And there a Leg; his honourable Head 
Seal'd up in Salves and Cereclothes, like a Packet, 
And ſo ſent over to an Hoſpital, ſtand there, charge there, 
Swear there, whore there, dead there, 


And all this ſport for Cheeſe and Chines of Dog-fleſh, 


And Mony when two Wedneſdays meet together, 

Where to be louzy. is a Gentleman, | 

And he that wears a clean Shirt has his Shrowd on. 
Chi. VII be your Scholar, come, if 11like Fooling. 
Fool. You cannot chuſe but like it, fight you one Day 

I'II Fool another; when your Surgeon's paid, 

And all your Leaks ſtopt, ſee whoſe Slops are heavieſt, 
I'll have a Shilling for a Can of Wine, 

W hen you ſhall have two Sergeants for a Counter. 

B q. Comelzarn of us Lieutenant, hang your Iron up, 

We'll find you cooler Wars. ee 
Chi. Come let's together, : 89 

III ſee your Tricks, and as I like 'em.----== [ Exeunt. 


8 Enter 


* 1 
. Oe Toa 


Prepar'd to make me know em? (then 


Kill us for telling Ti uth: For my part, General, 
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| Enter Memnon, Eumenes, and Captains. 
Mem. Why was there not ſuch Women in the Camp 


Eum. T was no place, Sir. ( Creatures 
x Capt. Why ſhou'd they live in Tumults? they are 
Soft, and of ſober Natures. 
Mem. Cou'd not your Wives, 
Your Mothers, or your Siſters, have been ſent for 
To Exerciſe upon? 
Eum. We thank your Lordſhip. 
2 Capt. But do you mean? 
Mem. I do mean. 
2 Capt. What, Sir ? 


Mem. To ſee her, 1 


And ſee thee hang'd too an thou anger'ſt me, 
And thouſands of your Throats cut; get ye from me, 


Le keep a prati ng of your points. of Manners, - 


And Ell my Head with lowzy Circumſtances, 
Better have Ballads in't, your courtly Worſhips, 
How to put off my Hat, you, how to turn me, 


And you, forſooth, to blow my Noſe diſcreetly z 


Let me alone, for 1 will love her, ſee her, 
Talk to her, and mine own way. 
Eum. She's the Princeſs. 
Mem. Why let her be the Devil, I have ſpoke 
When Thunder durſt not check me, I muſt Love, 
I know ſhe was a thing kept for me. 
Eum. And I know, Sir; 
Though ſhe were born yours, yet youp ſtrange Behaviour 
And want 
Mem, Thou lieſt. 
Eum. I do not. 


Mem. Ha! 


I ſay you want fair 8 nay tis certain 
You cannot ſay Good-morrow- 
Mem. Ye Dog-whelps, 
The proudeſt of your prating Tongues— 
Eum, Do, kill us, 
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I wou'd not live to ſee Men make a May-game 
Of him I have made a Maſter; kill us quickly, 


as = 5 : 
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Mem. W hat? 


Eu. Do what you liſt, draw your Sword childiſhly 
Upon your Servants that are bound to tell Je; 
Jam weary of my Life. 
1 Capt. And I. 
2 Capt. And all, Sir. | 
Eon. Go to the Princeſs, make her ſport, cry to her 
Iam the glorious Man of War. 
| Mem. Pray ye leave me, 
I am ſorry I was angry, VI think better, 
Pray no more Words. 
Enm. Good Sir. 
Mem. ny then. 
2 Capt. We are gone, Sir. | ExenntFum, 4 Capt. 
Enter Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 
Cal. How came he hither? ſee for Heav'ns ſake, Wen- 
What Face, and what Poſtures he puts on, (ches, 
I do not think he is perfect. 


 {Memnon walks afide, full of ſtrange G | 
Cle. If your Love TI _ 


Have not _ ay'd his little Wits, he's well enough, 
As well as he will be. 
Cal. Mark how he muſes, 
Lucip. H'as a Battalia now in's Brains, he draws out, 
Have at ye Harpers. (now 
Cle. See, ſee, there the Fire fails. 
Luc. Look what an Alphabet of Faces he runs throu h, 
Cle. O Love, Love, how amorouſly thou look'ſt 
In an old ruſty Armour. 
Cal. T'll away, for by my Troth J fear him. 
Luc. Fear the Gods, Madam, 


And never care what Man can do; this Fellow, 


With all his Frights about him, and his Furies, 

His Larums, and his Launces, Swords, and Targets, 
Nay caſe him up in Armour Cap-a-pe, 

Yet durſt I undertake within two hours, 


If he durſt Charges to give him ſuch a Shake, 
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Should ſhake his Valour off, and make his Shanks to ake. 


Cle. For ſhame no more. 
Cal. He muſes ſtill. | | 
Cle. The Devil — | 
W hy ſhou'd this old dry'd Timber chopt with Thunder-- 
Cal. Old Wood burns quickeſt. 
Luc. Out, you wou'd ſay, Madam, 
Give me a green Stick that may hold me Heat, 
And ſmoak me ſoundly too; He turns, and ſees ye. 
ER [Memnon comes to her. 
Ce. There's no OOTY now, have at ye. 
Mem. Lady, 
The more look upon ye 
Cle. The more you may, Sir. 
Cal. Let him alone. 
Mem. 1 wou'd deſire your Patience. 
The more I ſay I look, the more 
Luc. My Fortune, 
'Tis very apt, Sir. 
Mem. W omen, let my Fortune 
And me alone I wiſh ye, pray come this way, 
And ſtand you ſtill there, Lady. 
Cal. Leave the Words, Sir, and leapf into che Meaning. 
Mem. Then again: 
I tell you I do love ye. 
Cal. Why? 
Mem. No Queſtions: Pray no more Queſtions. 
T do love you, infinitely : Why do you ſmile? 


[ Stays ber. 


© [Stays ber. 


Am I ridicùlous? 


Cal. I am monſtrous fearful; no, I joy you love me. 
Mem. Joy. on then, and be proud on't, I do love you; 


Stand ſtil], do not trouble me, you Women; 


He loves you Lady, at whoſe Feet have kneel'd 
Princes to beg their Freedoms, he whoſe Valour 
Has over-run whole Kingdoms. 
Cal. That makes me doubt, Sir, 
Twill ove:-run me too. : | a 
Mem. He whoſe Sword. 
Cle. Talk not fo big, Sir, you will Fight the Princeb. 
_ Mew. Ha. eee No forſooth. 
Cal. 
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Cal. 1 know ye have done Wonders; 

Mem. 1 have and will do more and greater, braver; 
And for your Beauty Miracles, name that Kingdom 
And take your Choice. | 

Cal. Sir, I am not Ambitious, (love, 

Mem, Ye ſhall be, tis the Child of Glory: ſhe that I 
Whom my Deſires ſhall magnifie, time Stories, 

And all the Empires of the Earth. | 

Cle. I wou'd fain ask him. 8 

Luc. Prithee be quiet, he will beatius both elſe. 

Cle. What will ye make me then, Sir? 

Mem. I will make thee 
Stand ſtill and hold thy peace; I have a Heart, Lady. 

Cal. Ye were a THE — elſe. 

Mem. A loving Heart, 

A truly loving Heart. 

Cal. Alas, how came it ? 

Mem. I wou'd you had it in your Hand, ſweet Lady, 
To ſee the truth it bears you- 
Cal. Do you give it. 

Tuc. That was well thought upon. 

Cle. Twill put him to't, Wench. 

Cal. And you ſhall ſee I dare accept it, Sir, 
Take't in my Hand and view it: If I find it 
A loving and a ſweet Heart, as you call it, 

I am bound, I am. ; 

Mem. No more, I'll ſend it to ye, 
As I haye Honour in me, you ſhall have it. 
(Cle. Handſomely done, Sir, and perfum'd by all means, 
= The Weather's Warm, Sir. | 

Mem. With all Circumſtance. | 

Luc. A Napkin wrought moſt curiouſly. 
Io Mem. Divinely. 
{3 = Cle. Put in a Goblet of pure Gold. 
= Mem. Yes, in Facinth, | N 
That ſhe may ſee the Spirit through. 
Tuc. Ye have greas'd him 


vl . For chewing Love again in haſte. | 
X Che. If he ſhould doit. a 
Cal. If Heav'n thould fall we ſhould have Larks; he 
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Cle. See how he thinks upon't. 

Cal. He will think theſe three Years . 
F'er he prove ſuch an Aſs + I like*t his Offer, 
There was no other way to put him off elſe. 

Mem. I will do i. F 


Lady, expect my Heart. 


Cal. 1 do, Sir. © 1 I 
Mem, Love it, for tis a Heart that and ſol leave ye. 


| >, [Erie Memnon. 
Cle. Either he is ſtark mad, | 


Or elſe I think he means it. 


Cal. He muſt be ſtark mad 

Or elſe he will never do it, tis Vain-Glory 

And want of Judgement that provokes this in him; 
Sleep and Society cures all : His Heart ? . 
No, no, good Gentleman, there's more belongs to't, 
Hearts are at higher prices; let's go in Ee” 
And there examine him a little better. 

Shut all the Doors behind for fear he follow; 

I hopeI have loſt a Lover, and am glad ont. [EExeuno. 


ACTi-$:CENE-Þ-. 
Euter Memnon alone. 


Mem. Is but to dye, Dogs doit, Ducks with dabling, 
| Birds ſing away their Souls, and Babies {leep em. 

Why do I talk of that is treble Vantage? 

For in the other World ſhe is bound to have me; 


1 


Her Princely Word is paſt: My great Deſert too 
Will draw her to come after preſently ; 


"Tis Juſtice, and the Gods mult ſee it done too. 
Beſides, no Brother, Father, Kindred there 
Can hinder us, all Languages are alike too. 
There Love is ever laſting, ever young, 

Free from Diſeaſes, Ages, Jealouſies, 


Bawds, Beldames, Painters, Purgers. Dye? tis nothing, 


Men drown themlelves for Joy to draw in Juleps 


When they are hot with Wine: In Dreams we do it. 


And 
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And many a handſom Wench that loves the ſport well, 
Gives up her Soul fo in her Lover's Boſomz 
But I muſt be incis'd firſt, cut and open'd, 
My Heart, and handſomely,” ta'en from me; ſtay there, 
Dead once, ſtay, let me think again, who do Iknoy there? 
For elſe to wander up and down unwaited on 
And unregarded in my Place and Project, 

Is for a Sowter's Soul, not an old Soldier's. 
My brave old Regiments Ay there it goes, 
That have been kill'd before me, right. 
TS, Enter Chilax. 
Chi. He's here, and I muſt trouble him, 
Mem. Then thoſe I have conquer'd, 
To make my Train full. 
bi. Sir. 3 
Mem, My Captains then 
Chi. Sir, I beleech ye. 
Mem. For to meet her there, | 
Being a Princeſs, and a King's ſole Siſter, 
With great Accommodation muſt be cared for, 
| Chi. Weigh but the Soldiers Poverty. 
Mem. Mine own Troop firſt, 
For they ſhall die. 
Chi. How, what's this? 
Mem. Next-— 
Chi. Shall I ſpeak louder, Sir ? 
Mem. A ſquare Battalia------ 
Chi. You do not think of us. 
| Mem. Their Armours gilded — 
Ci. Good noble Sir. 
Mem. And round about ſuch Engines 
Shall make Hell ſhake. FT 
hi. Ye do not mock me. 
Mem. For, Sir, pom 
I will be ſtrong, as brave 
Chi. Ye may conſider, | 

You know we have ſery'd you long enough, 
| Mem. No Solcier 2 Lo 

That ever landed on the bleſt Elyziun 

Did or ſhall march, as I will. 0. 

Vo. II. | Dd f 
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Chi, Wou'd ye wou'd march, Sir, CE 
Up to the King, and get us 

Mem: King nor Keiſer 
Shall equal me in that World. 

Chi, What a Devil ails he? 

Mem. Next, the rarc Beautics of thoſe Towns I fir'd. 

Chi. I ſpeak of Mony, Sir. 

Mem. Ten thouſand Coaches--------- 

Chi. OPounds, Sir, Pounds, I beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Let Coaches run out of your Remembrance. 

Mem. In which the wanton Czprds, and the Graces 
Drawn with the Weſtern Winds kindling Deſires; 
And then our Poets 

Chi. Then our Pay. 

Mem. Forchilax when the Triumph comes; the Princeſs 
Then, for I will have a Heay' n Wal 

Chi. Bleſs your Lordſhip! 

Stand ſtill, Sir. 

Mem. So I do, and in it 

Chi. Death, Sir, 

You talk you "know not what. 

Mem. Such rare Devices : 
Make me, I ſay, a Heav'n. 

Chi, 1 ſay fo too, Sir. 

Mem. For here ſhall run a Conſtellation. 

Chi. And there a piſſing Conduit. _ 

Mem, Ha! © 

Chi. With Wine, Sir. 

Mem. A Sun there'in his height, there fuch a Planet. 

Chi. But where's our MOny, where runs thar ? 


+ 


Mem. Ha? 
Chi. Mony, | 
Mony, an't like your Lordſhip. (Stuff, 
Mem. Why all the Carriage ſhall come bebind, the 
Rich Hangings, Treaſure; | 
Or ſay we have none. 
Chi. I may ſay fo truly, 
For hang me if T have a Groat: I have ferv'd well | 
And like an honeſt Man: I ſee no reaſon------ 2 
Mem. Thou mult needs die, good Chilax, - 
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Didſt never travel in thy Sleep? 


The bleſſed Fields, Man. 
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Chi. Very well, Sir. | 
Mem. I will have honeſt, valiant Souls about me, 
I cannot mils thee. 
Chi. Die? 
Mem. Yes, die, and Pelins, 
Eumenes and Polybinus : 1 ſhall think 
Of more within theſe two hours. 
Chi. Die, Sir? 
„ n. 1; Sir, 
And ye ſhall die. 
Chi. When, I beſeech your Lordſhip? 
Mem. To Morrow lee ye do die. 
Chi. A ſhort warning, 
Troth, Sir, I am ill prepar'd. 
Mem. I die my ſelf then, 
Beſide there's Reaſon------ 
Chi. Oh! 
Mem, 1 pray thee tell me, 
For thou art a great Dreamer. 
Chi. I can dream, Sir. 
If I eat well and ſleep well. 
Mem. Was it never 
By Dream or Apparition open'd to thee----- 
Chi. He's Mad. 
Mem. What the other World was, or Elyzinm * 
Chi. To Taverns, IN 
When I was drunk o'er Night; or to a Wench, 
There's an Eyzium for ye, a young Lady 
Wrapt round about ye like a Snake: Is that it? 
Or if that ſtrange Ehxium that you talk of 
Be where the Devil is, I have dreamt of him, 


And that I have had him by the Horns, and rid him; 
He trots the Dagger out o'th' ſheath. 


Mem. Elyzium, 


chi. I know no Fields bleſſed, but thoſeI have gain'd 
I have dreamt I have been in Heav'n too. by; 

Mem. There, handle that Place; that's Elyzium. 

Wt, Brave ſinging, and bears A: * 
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And rare things. 

Mem, All full of Flow'rs. 

Chi. And Pot- herbs. 

Mem. Bow'rs for Lovers, 
And everlaſting Ages of delight. 

. Chi. I ſlept not ſo far. , 
Mem. Meet me on thoſe Banks 

Some two days hence. 
Chi. In Dream, Sir? ; 

Mem. No in Death, Sir. | 

And there I muſter all, and pay the Soldier. 

Away, no more, no more. 

Chi. God keep your Lordſhip: 

This 1s fine dancing for us. 

Foe” Enter Siphax. 

Sip. Where's the General? mY 
Chi. There's the old ſign of Mæmnon, where the Soul is 

Lou may go look, as I have. 

Sip. What's the matter? : 
Chi. Why queſtion him and ſee; he talks of Devils, 
Hells, Heav'ns, Princes, Pow'rs, and Potentates; 

You muſt to th' Pot too. | | 
Sip. How? (Gooſe chaſe of. 
Chi. Do you know Elyzium? A Tale he talks the W ild- 
Sip. Elyzium? J have read of ſuch a Place. 

Chi. Then get ye to him, 1 
Ve are as fine Company as can be fitted. [Exit Chilax. 
Your Worſhip's fairly met. 

Sip. Mercy upon us, 

What ails this Gentleman? 

Mem. Proviſion 

Sip. How his Head works? 

Mm. Between two Ribs, {© 

If he cut ſhort or mangle me; PN take him 

And twirl his Neck about. 

"Sip. Now Gods defend us. 
N 3 In a pure Cup tranſparent, with a writing 
To fignifie———— 5 | 


21 


Sip, I never knew him thus: 
- Sure he's bewich'd, or poiſon d. 5 
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Mem. Who's there ? 
Lip. I, Sir. 
Mem. Come hither, Shen wy 
Sip. Yes, how does your Lordſhip? 
Mem. Well, God a mercy Soldier, very well, 
Bur prithee tell me 
Lip. Any thing I can, Sir. 
Mem. W hat durſt thou do to gain the rareſt Beauty 
The World has? 
97p. That the World has? tis worth doing. 
Mem. Is it ſo; but what doing bears it? 
Sip. Why, any thing; all danger it appears to. 
Mem. Name ſome of thoſe things; do. 
Sip. 1 would undertake, Sir, 
A Voyage round about the World. 
Mem. Short, Sipbax. 
A Merchant does it to ſpice Pots of Ale. 
Sip. I wou'd ſwim in Armour. 
Mem. Short ſtill; a poor Jade 
Loaden will take a Stream, and ſtem it ſtrongly 
To leap a Mare. 
Sip. The Plague, I durſt. 
Mem. Still ſhorter, 
III cure it with an Onion. 
Sp. Surfeits. 
Mem. Short ſtill : 
They are often Phyſicks for our  Healths, and help us. 
Sip. I wou'd ſtand a Breach. | 
Mem. Thine Honour bids thee, Soldier: 
'Tis ſhame to find a ſecond Cauſe. 
Sip. I durſt, Sir, 
Fight with the felleſt Monſter. 
Mem. That's the pooreſt, 
Man was ordain'd their Maſter; durſt ye dic, Sir? 
Sip. How? die, my Lord! 
Mem. Die, Siphax; take thy Sword, 
And come by that Door to her; there's a pr ice 
To buy a luſty Love at. 
Sip. J am content, Sir, 


To prove no Purchaſer. __ : IF 
D d 3 Meni. 
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Mem. Away thou World-worm, 
Thou win a matchleſs Beauty? 

Sip. Tis to loſe't, Sir; | 
For being dead, where's the Reward I reach at? 
The LoveT labour for? 

Mem. There it begins, Fool, 55 
Thou art meerly cozen'd ; fot the Loves we now know 9 

Are but the heats of half an hour; and hated . * 
Deſires ſtir d up by Nature to encreaſe her 6. 
Licking of one another to a Luſt 
Courſe and baſe Appetites, Earths meer Inheritors 
And Heirs of Idleneſs and Blood; pure Love, = 
That, that the Soul affects, and cannot purchaſe, w 
While ſhe is loaden with our Fleſh; that Love, Sir, = 
Which is the Price of Honour, dwells not here, 
Your Ladies Eyes are Lampleſs to that Virtue, 
That Beauty ſmiles not on a Cheek waſht over, 
Nor ſcents the ſweet of Ambers; below, Siphax 
Below us, in the other World Elyzium, AE 

| Where's no more dying, no deſpairing, mourning, 
Where all deſires are full, deſarts down loaden, 
There, Sipbax, there, where Loves are ever living, 

ip. Why do we live in this World then? 

Mem. To preſerve it, b 
The Maker loſt his work elſe ; but mark, Siphax, 
What Iſſues that Love bears. . 

Sip. Why Children, Sir. 3 
I never heard him talk thus; thus divinely 
And ſenſible before. e 

Mem. It does ſo, Siphax, | 
Things like our ſelves, as ſenſual, vain, unvented 
Bubbles, and breaths of Air, got with an itching "= 
As Bliſters are, and bred, as much Corruption 8 
Flows from their Lives, Sorrow conceives and ſnapes em, 
And oftentimes the Death of thoſe we love moſt. 1 
The breeders bring them to the World to curſe em, = 
Crying they creep amongſt us like young Cats. * 
Cares and continual Crofles keeping with em, *t 

They make Time old to tend them, and Experience 8 
An Af, they alter ſo; they grow and: goodly, . -: — 
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E'er we can turn our Thoughts, like drops of Water 
They fall into the Main, are known no more 


This is the love of this World; I muſt tell thee, 


For thou art er N 
Sip. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Mem. And as a faithful Man: 
Nay I dare truſt thee, 
I love the Princeſs. 5 
Sp. There 'tis, that has fired him, 
I knew he had ſome Inſpiration. 
But does ſhe know it, Sir? 
Mem. Yes marry does ſhe, - 
I have given my Heart unto her. 
Sip. If ye love her. 


Mem. Nay, underſtand me, my Heart taken from me, 
Out of my Body, Man, and ſo brought to her. 
How lik'ſt thou that brave Offer? There's the Love 
J told thee of; and after Death, the living; 

She muſt in Juſtice come Boy, ha? | 

Sp. Your Heart, Sir? 

Mem. Ay, by all means, Siphax. 

Sip. He loves Roaſt well 
That eats the Spit. 

Mem. And ſince thou art come thus fitly, 

I'll do it preſently and thou ſhalt carry it, 

For thou canſt tell a Story, and deſcribe it. 

And I conjure thee, Siphax, by thy Gentry, 
Next, by the glorious Battels we have fought in, 


By all the Dangers, Wounds, Heats, Colds, Diltreſles, 


Thy Love next, and Obedience, nay thy Life. 
Sip. But one thing, firſt, Sir, if ſhe pleas'd to grant it, 

Cou'd ye not love her here and live? Conſider. 

8 Mem. Ha? Yes, I think I cou'd. 

Si. Twou'd be far nearer, 


. 


Beſides the Sweets here wou'd indyce the laſt Love 
And link it in. 5 ; 

Mem. Thou ſay'ſt right, but our Ranks here 
And Bloods are bars between us; ſhe muſt ſtand off too, 


As perceive ſhe does, | : 


9 
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What ye can do, and when ye liſt. 
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Si. Deſert and Duty 8 
Makes even all, Sir. 
Mem. Then the King, though 1 
Have merited as much as Man can, muſt not let her, 
So many Princes covetous of her Beauty 
1 wouw'd with all my Heart, but tis impoſſible. 
Sip. Why, ſay ſhe marry after. 
Mem. No, ſhe dares not; 
The Gods dare not do ill; come. 
Sip. Do you mean it? 5 
Mem. Lend me thy Knife, and help me off. 
Sip. For Heav'n ſake, 
Be not ſo ſtupid mad, dear General. 
Mem: Diſpatch, I fay. | 
Stp. As ye love that ye look for, 
Heav'n and the bleſſed Life, 
Mem. Hell take thee, Coxcomb, _ 
Why doſt thou keep me from it? Thy Knife, I ſay. 
Sip. Do but this one thing, on my Knees I beg itz 
Stay but two hours till I return again. | 
For I will to her, tell her all your Merits, 
Your moſtunvalu'd Love, and laſt your Danger; 
If ſne relent, then live ſtill, and live loving, 
Happy, and high in favour: if ſhe frown —— 
Mem. Shall I be ſure to know it? 
Sip. As I live, Sir, 
My quick return ſhall either bring ye Fortune, 


U 


Or leave you to your own Fate. 
Mem. Two hours? 


Jp. Ves, Sir. 8 TY OUT 
Mem. Let it be kept, away, I will expect it. | 

2 n Exe. Mem. and Sid. 
. Enter Chilax, Fool and B, ö; "on 
Chi. You dainty Wits? Two of ye to a Cater, Mi 


To cheat him of a Dinner? | Weg 
Dey, Ten u Court, , „ 
Are few enough, they are as wiſe as we are. | 1 
Chi. Hang ye, I'Il eat at any time, and any where, 
never make that part of want, preach to me 


8 | Fool. 
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Fool. Your Patience, $6 a 
»Tis a hard Day at Court, a fiſh Day. 
Chi. So it ſeems, Sir, 
The Fins grow out of thy Face. 
Fool. And to purchaſe 
This day the company of one dear Cuſtard, 
Or a Meſs of Rice ap Thomas, needs a main Wit: ; 
Beef we can bear before us lined with Brewes 
And tubs of Pork; vociferating Veals, 
And Tongues that ne'er told Lie yet. 
Chi. Line thy Mouth with 'em. 
Fool. Thou haſt need, and great need „ 
For theſe finny Fiſh-days, 
The Officers Underſtandings are fo flegmatick, 
They cannot apprehend us. 
Chi. That's great pity, 
For you deſerve it, and being apprehended 
The whip to boot; Boy, what do you ſo near me? 
I dare not truſt your touch, Boy. 
Enter Stremon, and bis Boy. 
. As I am virtuous, _ 
Wha, Thieves amongſt our ſelves 1 ? 
Chi. Stremon. | 
_ Szre. Lieutenant. 
Chi. Welcome aſhore, aſhore. 
Fool. What, Monfieuwr Muſick ? 
9rre. My fine Fool. 
Boy. Fellow Crack, why WA a Confort 
Are we now bleſt withal! 
Fool. Fooling and fidling, 
Nay and we live not now, Boys; what new Songs, Sirrah? ? 
Stre. A thouſand, Man, a thouſand. 
Fool. Itching Airs 
Alluding to the old ſport. | 
Stre. Of all ſizes. | (on't ; 
155 And how does ſmall Tim T reble here; the Heart 
ik To do you ſervice. 
Fo O Tym, the Times, the Times, Dm. 
Stre. How does the General, 
Ang next, what * $ ſrring? 


Chi. 
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Chi. For the General | Xx 
He's here, but ſuch a General! k 1 E 
The Time's chang'd, Stremon, ſp 
He was the liberal General, and the loving, | 
'The Feeder of a Soldier, and the Father, "= 
But now become the ſtupid'ſt. 3 
Stre. Why, what ails he? | 7 


Chi. Nay, if a Horſe knew, and his Head's obig enough, 


T'll hang for't; didſt thou ever ſee a Dog 1 
Run mad O th Tooth- , ſuch anoth er toy x 
Is he now, ſo he glotes, and grins, and bites. 


Fool. Why hang him und ly, 


And then he cannot hurt | 

Chi. One hour raving, p BH 
Another ſmiling,. not a word the third hour: 1 
I tell thee, Stremon, Was a ſtirring Soul, T7 
Whatever it attempts or labours at b 


Wou'd wear out twenty Bodies in another, 
Fool. VII keep it out of me, for mine's but Buckram, 
He wou'd bounce that out in two hours. 
Chi. Then he talks 
The ſtrangeſt and the maddeſt ſtuff from Reben, 
Or any thing ye offer; ſtand thou there, 5 
VII ſhow thee how he 3 is, for I'll play Aemnon 
The ftrangeſt General that e' er * heardſt of, Srremon. 
Stre. My Lord. 
Chi. Go preſently and find me 
A black Horſe with a blue Tail; bid the blank Cornet 
Charge through the Sea, and fink the Navy ſoftly, 
Our Souls are things not to be waken'd in us 
With larums, and loud bawlings, for in Elyzinm, WP 
Stilneſs and Quietneſs, and Sweetneſs, Sirrah, EL 
I will have, for it much concerns mine Honour, == 
Such a ſtrong Reputation for my welcome MR 
As all the World ſhall ay: For in the Forefront . = 
So many on white Unicorns, next them 
My Gentlemen, my Cavaliers and Captains, 
Ten deep and trapt with Tenter-hooks to take hold 
Of all occaſions: For Friday cannot fiſh out * 
The end [ aim at; tell me of Diocles, 225 4 5 
na 
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And what he dares do? Dare he meet me naked? 
Thunder in his Hand? In his left Fool 
Fool. Ves, Sir. 
Chi. Fool, I would have thee fly 'th* Air, fly ſwiftly 
To that place where the Sun ſets, there deliver. 
Fool. Deliver? What, Sir? 
Chi. This Sir, this ye Slave, Sir, [Al laugh. 
Death ye rude Rogues, ye Scarabe's. 
Pool. "Hold for Heav'ns ſake, ae ſweet Lieu- 
Chi. 1 have done, Sir. (tenant. 
Boy, You have wrung his Neck off. 
Chi. No Boy, tis the nature 


Of chis ſtrange Paſſion when't hits, to hale People 
Along by th Hair, to kick em, break their Heads. 


Fool. Bo ye call this Acting, was your Part to beat me? 
Chi. Yes, I muſt act all that he does. 
Fool. Plague act ye, 

I'll act no more. = . 
Str. Tis but to ſhew Man. 
Fool. Then Man 


He ſhould have ſhew'dit onl Ys and not PREY it, 
I am ſure he beat me beyon 


Action, 
Gouts o' your heavy Fiſt. 
Chi. I'll have thee to him, | 
Thou haſta fine Wit, fine Fool, and canſt play ts, 
He'll hug thee, Boy, and ftroke thee. 
Fool. I'll to the Stocks firſt, 
Eer I be ſtrok'd thus. 
Stre. But how came he, Chilax? 
Chi. I know not that. 
Stre. T'll to him. 
Chi. He loves thee well, 
And much delights to hear "thee ſing; much taken 
He has been with thy battel Songs. 
Cre. If Mick 
Can find his Madneſs; on ſo fiddle him, 
That out it ſhall by th. Shoulders. 
Chi. My fine Fidler, 
He'll firk you and ye take not heed too /Twillbe rare {port 
To ſee his own Trade triumph over him; 3 
: 18 
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Doſt think he ſpoke in earneſt? 
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His Lute lac d to his Head, for creeping Hedges; 
For Mony there's none ſtirring}; z try good Stremon 
Now what your Silver ſound can do; our Voices 
Are but vain Echoes. 

Stre. Something ſhall be . 
Shall make him e ee all; let's to th ; "ZR 
I have ſome few Crowns left yet: My Wane wet once 
P11 pipe him ſuch a Paven ——— 
Chi. Hold thy Head up, 
I'll cure it with a quart of Wine; come Coxcomb, 
Come Boy take heed of Napkins. 


Fool. Vou'd no more acting? *® 
Chi. No more, Chicken. : ' = 


Enter Siphax at one Door, and a Gentleman at the other. 
Sip. God fave you Sir; pray how might I ſee the Princeſs? 
Gent. Why very fitly, Sir, ſhe's even now ready 

To walk out this way into th' Park; ſtand there, 


Ye cannot mils her ſight, Sir. - Bs 
Sip. I much thank ye. [Exit ieee. 9 
; Enter Calis, Lucippe, and Cleanthe. 4 


Cal. Let's have a care, for I'll aſſure ye, Wenches, 
I wou'd not meet him willingly again; 
For though I do not fear him, yer his faſhion 
I wou'd not be acquainted much with. 
Cle. Gentle Lady, 
Ye need not fear, the Walks are view'd and empty; 
But methinks, Madam, this kind Heart of his 
Lucip. He's flow a coming. 
dp. Keep me, ye bleſt Angels, 
What killing power is this? 
Cal. Why, doſt thou look for't ? 
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Lucip. Methinks, Madam, : 8 
A Gentleman ſhou d keep his Word; and: to a. Lady, oj 
A Lady of your Excellencies. '\ 

Cal. Out Fool! 1 


Send me his Heart? Whatſhould we do with't? a it! ? 


Lucip. Dry it and drink it for the Worms. 
_ Gal. Who's chat? 


What 
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My Anger's paſt I will hear ye ſpeak. 
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What Man ſtands there? 


Cle. Where? 
Cal. There. 
Cle. A Gentleman, 
W hich I beſeech your Grace to heater fo much, 


As know him for your Servant's Brother. 


Cal. Siphax® 

Cle. The ſame an "x pies your Grace; what does he "Ie ? 
Upon what buſineſs? And I ignorant? 

Cal. He's grown a handſome Gentleman: Good Shear : 
Youre welcome from the Wars, wou'd ye with us, Sir? 
Pray ſpeak your Will: He bluſhes; be not fearful, 

I can aſſure ye for your Siſter's fake, Sir, 


There's my Hand on it. 


Cle. Do you hear, Sir? 
Cal. Sure theſe Soldiers are all grown ſenſeleſs N 
Cle. Do you know where ye are, Sir? 
Cal. Tongue tyed, _ 
He looks not well too, by my Life, I think—— 
Cle. Speak, for ſhame ſpeak. 
Lucip. A Man wou'd ſpeak — 
cal. Theſe Soldiers 9 
Are all dull Saints: Conſider and take tins, — 
Let's forward, Wenches, come, his Palat's down. (lets, 
Luc ip. Dare theſe Men charge! th' face of Fire and Bul- 
And hang their Heads down at a handſome Woman? 


Good Maſter Mars, that's a foul fault. LE x, Cal. and 8 


Cle. Fie Beaſt, 
No more my Brother. 
Sip. Siſter, honour'd Siſter. 
Cle. Diſhonour'd Fool. 
Sip. I do confeſs. 
Cle. Fie on thee. 
Sip. But ſtay till I deliver. | | 
Cle. Let me go, I am aſham'd to own thee. 


> i Fare ye well then, ye muſt ne'er ſee me more. 
e. Why ſtay, dear Siphax. 


= 


* O Siſter ! . 
Cle. 
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Cle. Out with it, Man. 

Sip. OT have drunk my Miſchief. 
Cle. Ha? What? 6 
. Sip. My Deſtruction. | "F 

In all mine Eyes havedrunk it; O the Princeſs, WM 

The rare {weet Princeſs ! A 
Cle. How Fool? The rare Princeſs ? 

Was it the Princeſs that thou ſaidſt? 9 
Sip: The Princeſs. -H 
Cle. Thou doſt not love her ſure, thou dar'ſt not. 1 
Sip. Ves, by Heav'n. MW 
Cle. Yes, by Heav'n? I know thou dar'ſt not. 1 

The Pr incaſe? 'Tis thy Life the Knowledge of it, 1 

Preſumption that will draw it into all thy Kindred, | 

And leave 'em Slaves and Succourleſs. The Princeſs? ? 

Why ſhe's a ſacred thing to ſee and worſhip, 

Fixt from us as the Sun is, high, and glorious, 

= To be ador'd, not doted on; deſire things poſſible, 

Wl 'Thou fooliſh. young Man, nouriſh not a ROPE 

. Will hale thy Heart out. 

i Sy. *Tis my Deſtiny, 

And know both Diſgrace and Death will quit i, 

1 If it be known. 3 

= Cle. Purſue it not then, Siphax, CE 

Get thee good wholſom Thoughts may nouriſh thee, | 

Go home and Pray, 
Kip. I cannot. 
Cle. Sleep then, Sipbax, 
And dream away thy Doting. 
Sip. I muſt have herr 
Or you no more your Brother; work Cleanthe, 
Work, and work ſpeedily, or I ſhall die, Wench MR 
Cle. Die then, I dare forget; reel. | _ = 
Spi. Farewel, Siſter . 8 8 bo” 
Farewel for ever, ſee me buried. | 4 
Cle. Stay. | © 
Pray ſtay: He's all my Brothers. No way, Siobar, * 
No other Woman? © 4 
* G. None, none, ſhe or ſinking. 1 
Go and hope well, my Lit ru venture for the 6 
nd 
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And all my Art, a Woman may work Miracles; 
No more, pray heartily againſt my Fortunes, 
For much I fear a main one. Ca 


XZ 57. I ſhall do it. Exeunr. 
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1 at o Enter a Prieſteſs of Venus, and a Boy. 


Pri FEY him by any means; and good Child tell him 
= He has forgot his old Friend, give him this, 
And ſay this Night without excuſe or buſineſs, 
As ever he may find a Friend, come to me, 
He knows the way, and how; begon. 

Boy. I Gallop. [ Exit Boy. 
. Enter Cleanthe. 

Cle. J have been looking you. 

= Prieſt. The fair Cleanthe, 
WMhat may your buſineſs be? 
> Cle. O holy Mother 5 
Sasuch buſineſs, of ſuch ſtrange weight, now or never. 
As ye have lov'd me, as ye do or may do, 
When! ſhall find a fit time. 
Prieſt. If by my means . 
XX Your buſineſs may be fitted; ye know me, 
And how am tied unto you; be bold, Daughter, 
Io build your beſt Hopes 920 
= Cle. O but tis a ſtrange one, 
Stuck with as many Dangers 
4 Prieſt. There's the working, 5 
Small things perform themſelves and give no Pleaſures; 
Be confident, through Death I'Il ſerve. 1 
Cle. Here. Prieſt. Fic, no Corruption. ; 
1 Cle . Take it 5 tis yours, 125 
And Goodneſs is no gall to th' Conſcience; 
l know ye have ways to vent it: Ve may hold it. 
== Prieſt. Il keep it for ye; when? | 
Cee. To Morrow Morning 7 


n 
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PII viſit ye again; and when Occaſion 


Make their effects ſeem fearful; farewel, Daughter. B 
This Gold was well got for my old ruff Soldier, = 


That we can hear of. 
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Offers it ſelf — os 3 
Prieſt. Inſtruct me, and have at ye. 
Cle. Fare wel till then; be ſure. 
Prieſt. As your own Thoughts, Lady. 


Cle. 'Tisa main Work, and full of Fear. [Exit Cle. 
Prieſt. Fools only | 
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Now I ſhall be his ſweet again; what buſineſss * 
Is this ſhe has a-foot ? Some luſty Lover | 
Beyond her Line, the young Wench wou'd fain piddle, 
A little to revive her muſt be thought of, * = 
Tis een ſo, ſhe muſt have it; but how by my means, Mx 
A Devil, can ſhe drive it? I that wait ſtill 2 + 
Before the Goddeſs, giving Oracle, þ 
How can I profit her? *Tis her own Project, = 
And if ſhecaſt it falſe, her own fault be it; [Exit 
Enter Polydore, Eumenes, Captains, and Stremon. i 
Pol. Why, this 1s utter Madneſs. 
Eum, Thus it is, Sir. ; 1 
Pol. Only the Princeſs fight? 0 
1 Cap. All we can judge ar. = 
Fol. This muſt be lookt to timely. = 
Eum. Yes, and wiſely. 1 = 
Pol. He does not offer at his Life? 
Eum. Not yet, Sir, | 


Pol. Noble Gentlemen, 

Let me entreat your Watches over him, 1 

Ye cannot do a worthier Work. _ 
2 Cap. We came, Sir, ” 

Provided for that Service. 
Pol. Where is Chilax? | 
Stre. A little buſie, Sir. | a] = 
Pol. Is the Fool and Boy here? | 1 
Stre. They are, Sir. 

Enter Memnon. ON bo 
Pol. Let 'em be ſtill ſo; and as they find his humours. 
Eum. Now ye may behold him. * 1 
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Pol. Stand cloſe, and make no Noiſe; 
1 oy his Eyes now, Gentlemen, 
I gueſs him full of Anger. 
Eum. Be not ſeen there. 

EZ. Mem. The hour's paſt long ago, he's falſe, and fearful z 

= Coward, go with thy Caitive Soul, thou Cur Dog, 

Thou col Cled, Wild- fire warm thee, monſtrous feat, 

I know the Slave ſhakes but to think on't. 

Pol. Who's that? 

Eum. I know not, Sir. 

XZ Mem. But I ſhall catch ye, Raſcal, 

-X Your mangy Soul is not immortal here, Sir, 

Ie muſt die, and we muſt meet; we muſt, Maggot, 

Be ſure we muſt, for not a Nook of Hell, 

4 MY Not the moſt has rid Pit ſhall harbour thee ; 
The Devil's Tail ſhan't hide thee, but I'll have thee, 
And how I'll uſe thee? Whips of Firebrands: 
© Tofting thy Tail againſt a flame of Wild- fire, 

4 And baſting it with Brimſtone, ſhall be nothing, 
Wa nes at all; I'll teach ye to be treacherous: 
Was never Slave ſo ſa ing d ſince Hell was Hell 
As I will ſwinge thy Slave's Soul; and be ſure on't. 

B Pol. Is this Imagination, or ſome Circumitance ? 

For *tis extream 1 | 

2 Eum. So is all he does, Sir. the Surgeon ? 

© Mem. Till then Ill leave ye; who's there? Where's 

i £4 = Domagoras e 

Dem. My Lord. | 

Mem. Bring the Surgeon: And wait you too. 

nn Enter Surgeon. 

pol. What wou'd he with a Surgeon ? 

& £m. Things muſtring in his Head: Pray mark, 

=X Mem. Come hither, 

Have you brought your Inſtruments? 

Sur. They are e within, Sir. 

Mem. Put to the Doors à while there; ye can inciſe 


o a Hairs breadth without Defacing ? 
Sur. Yes, Sir, 
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Mem. And take out fairly from the Fleſh? 5 
Sur. The leaſt thing. 9 8 # 
Vor. II. E e 5 Mem 
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Mem, Well, come hitlfer; take off my Dobler, 
For look ye Surgeon, I muſt have ye cut 


My Heart out here, and handſomly: -Nay, ſtare not, 


Nor do not ftart ; I'll cut your N elle, Surgeon, 
Come ſwear to do it. 


Sur. Good Si 

Mem. 'Sirrah, h old Him, 0 
Til have but one blow at his Head. 

Sur. I'll do it, 

Why what ſliould we do living after you, Gare * 
We'll Die before, if ye reads: 

Hem. No, no. 

Sur. Living? Hang living. RF 
Is there ne'er a'Cat-hole whereT: may prise 2 
Wou d 1 were in the ladies. | Afide. 

Me. Swear then, and after my Death preſently 1 
To kill your ſelves and follow, as ye are honeſt, 
As ye have Faiths, and Loves to me. 


1 Well do it. 

Eum. Pray do not ſtir yet, we are near enough. 3 
To run between all Dangers. hi a 

Mem. Here I am, Sir; 6 
Come, look upon me, view the beſt * 8 


Fear nothing, but cut home; if 8 Sitrah, 
Or any way eface my Heart i'th' cutting, 
Make the leaſt ſcratch upon it but dravni it whole, 
Excellent fair, ſhewing all the Points, Surgeon, 
The Honour and the Valour of the Owner, 
| Mixt with the moſt immaculate Love I ſend i bs 

Look to't, I'll lice thee to the Soul. 

Sur. Ne'er fear, Sir, 
I'll do it daintily. Wou'd 1 were out once. 
Men. I will not have ye ſmile, Sirrah, when ye do it, 
As though. ye cut a Lady's Corn; *tis ſcurvy : 
Do me it as thou doſt my Pray*rs, ſeriouſly. 
Sur. I'll do it in a dump, Bir. 
Mem. In a Dog, Sir, | 
I'll have no Dumps, nor Dumplins; fetch your Tooh, 
And then 'Il-te!l ye more. | 
Sur. If I return CEN eee 


Ty 
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A ro hear more, TIl be hang'd for't. 
3 Mem. Quick, quick. 
Dem. Yes Sir,- — 
WI h all the Heels we have. [Exemnr Surgeon, and Dema- 
um. Let ſtand. (goras. 
Pol. He'll do it. 
Eum. He cannot, and we here 
Mem. Why when ye Raſcals, | 
Ve dull Slaves : Wil ye come, Sir? Surgeon, Syringe, 
| „ ſhall I come fetch ye? | 
4 Fol. Now lll to him. 
Cod fave ye, honour'd Brother: 
Mem. My dear Polydore, 
Welcome * Travel, welcome; and how do 155 
Pol. Well Sir; wou d you were ſo. 
Mem. I am, I thank ye. 
ou are a better d Man much, I the ſame Fer 
An old rude Soldier, Sir. 
Pol. Pray be plain, Brother, 
And tell me but the meaning of this Viſion, 
1 or to me it appears no more: So far _ | 
From common Courſe and Reaſon. \ 
Mem. Thank thee, Fortune, 
3 At be in I have found the Man, the Man muſt do it 
The Man in Honour bound. 
Pol. To do What? | 
"0 Mew Hark, for I will bleſs ye ewiththe Circumſtance 
f that weak Shadow that appear'. | 
F. Speak on, Sir. 


X Mew. It is no Story for all Ears. Walks with him. 


Pol. The Princeſs? _ 2 
Alen Peace, and hear „„ [Whiſpers 
= Po. How? | 8 55 1 
Enn. Sure tis da ngerous, he ſtarts ſo at it, 
ul. Your Heart! Pb Do you know, Sir? 
== Mem. Yes, pray thee be ſofter. 

Pol. Me to do it? 

== Mr. Only reſery'd, and dedicated. 
Pol. F or ſhame, Brother, 


Kea | Know 


% 


Do's your Rule laſt! 
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Know what ye arc, a Man. 
Mem: None of your Athens, 
Good ſweet Sir, no Philoſophy, thou fee] it not 
"The honourable end, Fool. 
Pol. 1 am (urel {eel 


The ſhame and ſcorn that follows; have ye ſcry'd thus long 


The glory of your Country, in your Conqueſts ? 
The envy of your Neighbours, in your Virtues? 
Rul'd Armies of your own, giv'n Laws to Nations, 


| Belov'dand fear'd as far as Fame has travell'd, 


Call'd the moſt fortunate and happ Menon, 
To loſe all here at home, poorly to is ſe it? 
Poorly, and pettiſhly, ridiculouſly 
To fling away your Fortune? Where's your Wiſdom? 
W here's that you 3 others by, Diſcretion? 
hold upon your ſelf? Fie Brother, 

How ye are faln? Get up into your Honour, 
The top branch of your Bravery, and from thence, 
Look and behold how little Memnon ſeems now. 

Mem. Hum! Tis well ſpoken; but doſt thou think, young 


The Tongues of Angels from my happineſs (Scholar, 


Cou'd turn the end I aim at? No, they cannot. 
This is no Book-caſe, Brother; will ye do it? 
Uſe no more Art, I am reſol d. 
Pol. Ve may, Sir, 
Command me to do an thing that's boneſt, i 
And for your noble end: But this, it carrie ——— 
Mem. Ve ſhall not be ſo honour'd; live an Aſs ſtill, 


And learn to ſpell for Profit: Go, go ſtudy. 


Eum. Ye muſt not hold him up ſo, he. is loſt then, 
Mem. Get thee to School again, and talk of Turnips, 
And find the natural Cauſe out, why a Dog 
Turns thrice about e' er he lies down: There's Learning. 
Pol. Come, 1 will do it now; tis brave, I find it, 
And now allow the Reaſon. ' 
em. O do you ſo, Sir? : 
Do ye find it currant ? 
Pol. Ves, yes, excellent. 
Mem. I told ye . 
Fol. J was fooliſh: J have here too 
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The rareſt way to find the Truth out; hark ye? 
Ve. ſhall be rul'd by me. 
' Mem. It will be: „ FOE INTERN 
Pol. L reach it, 
If the worſt fall, have at the worſt; ; well both 80. 
But two Days, and "tis thus; ha? 
Mem. Iwill do well fo. 
Pol. Then is't not excellent, do ye conceive it? 
Mem. Twill work for certain. 
Pol. O *twill tickle her, 
And you ſhall know then by a Line. 
Mem. I like it, 
But let me not be fool'd again. 
Pol. Doubt nothing, 
vou do me wrong then, get ye in there private 
As I have taught ye. Baſta. 
Mem. Work. Exit Memnon. 
Pol. 1 will do. | 
Eum. Have ye found the Caſe ? 
Pol. Yes, and the ſtrangeſt, Gentlemen, 
* e' er J heard of, anon I' tell ye: Srremon, 
ro þ4 ill near him to affect his Fancy, 
keep his Thoughts off: Let the Fool and Boy 
3 him, they may do ſome pleaſure too. Eumenes, 
What if he had a Wench, a handſome W hore brought, 
Rarely dreſt up, and raught to ſtate it? 
Eum. Well Sir. 
Pol. His Cauſe is meerly Heat: And made believe 
It were the Princeſs mad for him 2 - 
Eum, | think 
*T were not amiſs. 
1 Cap. And let him kiſs her. 
Pol. What elſe? (Wboleſome 
2 Cap. I'll be his Bawd an't pleaſe you, Young. and 
I can aſſure ye he ſhall have, 
Eum. Faith let him. 
Pol. He ſhall, l hope *twill help him; walk a little, 
I'll tell you how his caſe ſtands, and my Project, 


3 | In which you may be Mourners; hut N. all means 


4. e 5 | Stir 


[ 
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Stir not you from him, Strenion. 
Stre. On our Lives, Sir. [ Exennr. 
Enter Prieſteſs, and Chilax. 
Prieſt. O you're a precious Man? Two days in Town "IN 
And never ſee your old Friend? 1 
Chi. Prithee pardon me. 1 
Prieſt. And in my Conſcience, if I had not * 
Chi. No more, I wou'd ha' come; I muſt. 
Prieſt. J find ye, 
God-a-mercy want, ye never care for me 
But when your Slops are empty. 
Chi. Ne' er fear that, Wench ; 
Shall find good currant Coin ſtill; Is this the old Houſe ? 
Prieſt. Have ye fogott {SPY | 
Chi. And the Door till ſtanding : 
That goes into the Temple ? 
Prieſt. Still. N N x 
Cli. The Robes too, | | E- 
That I was wont to ſhift in here? © 
Prieſt, All here ſtill. (through ? 
Chi. Oye tuff Rogue, what Troubles have I trotted 
What fears and frights? Every poor Mouſe a Monſter 
That I heard ſtir, and every Stick I trod on 
A ſharp Sting to my Conſcience. 
Prieſt. Las poor Conſcience. 
Chi. And all to liquor thy old Boots, Weneh. 
Prieſt. Out Beaſt: How you talk ? 
Ci. I am old, Wench, 
And talking to an old Man is like a Stomacher, 
It keeps his Blood warm. 
Prieſt. But pray tell me? | 
Chi. Any thing. | (ſure? 
Prieft. Where Cid the Boy m meet with ye? At a Wench 
At one end of a Wench, a Cup of Wine, ſure? 
Chi. Thou know'ſt I am too honeſt. 

Prieſt. That's your Fault, 
And that the Surgeon knows. 
Chi. Then farewel, 

I will not fail ye ſoon. 0 


j 
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Prieff. Ye ſhall ſtay Supper; 
I have ſworn ye ſhall, by this ye ſhall 
Chi, I will, Wench; i 
But after Supper for an Hour, my buſin:ſs, 
Prieſt. And but an Hour? 
Chi. No by this Kiſs, that ended 
1 will return, and all Night in thine Arms, Wench. (time. 
Prieſt. Nomore, II take your meaning; come, 'tisSupper 
| Exeunt. 
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Enter Calis, Cleanthe, and Lucippe. 
Ca]. Thou art not well. 

Cle, Your Grace ſees more a great deal 
Than! feel. (Yet I he) O Brother! 

Cat. Mark her, 


Is not the quickneſs of her Eye conſum'd, Wench? 

The lively red and white? 

Lucip. Nay ſhe is much alter'd, 

That on my underſtanding, all her Sleeps, Lady, 

W hich Were as ſound and {weet R 

Cle. Pray do not force me, 

Good Madam, where I am not, to be ill; 
Conceit's a double Sickneſs; on my Faith your Highneſs 
Is meer miſtaken in me. = 
8 [A Dead March within of Drum and Sagbuts. 
= Cal. I am glad on't. 

2K Yetthis | have ever noted, when thou waſt thus, 

1t1ll torerun ſome ſtrange Event: My Siſter 

Died when thou waſt thus laſt: Hark, hark, ho, 

What mournful Noiſe is this com̃es creeping forward ? 
Still it grows nearer, nearer, do ye hear it? 

Enter Polydor, and Captains, Fumenes Morrning. 
Lucip. It ſeems ſome Soldicr's Funeral: See, it enters. 
Cal. What may it mean? | 5 
Fol. The Gods keep ye, fair Clic. cus; 
Cal. This Man can ſpeak, and well; he ſtands and views 
Wou'd I were ne' er worſe look'd upon: How humbly 
His Eyes are caſt now to the Earth! Pray mark him, 
And mark how rarely he has rankt his Troubles: 

See now he weeps they all weep; a ſweeter Sorrow 
never look'd upon, nor one that braver | 
Recame his Grief. Your Will with u:? | 
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P ol. Great Lady,— — 
Excellent Beau. 

Cal. He ſpeaks handſomely. 
What a rare Rhetorician his Grief 


plays ! 


Pol. See, {ee thou Princeſs, 
Thou * Commander of all Hearts. 


Cal. I have found it, oh how my Soul ſhakes! . 
Pol. See, ſee the noble Heart 


Of him that was the nobleſt: See, and glory 
(Like the proud God himſelf) in what thou haſt 


purchas d, 
Behold the Heart of Memnon : Does it ſtart yes 


Cal. Good Gods, what has his wildneſs done? 
Pol. Look boldly, | 


You boldly ſaid you durſt; look, wretched Woman, 


Nay fly not back, fair Folly, 'tis too late now, 
Virtue and blooming Honour bleed to Death here, 
Take it, the Legacy of Love bequeath'd ye, 

Of cruel Love, a cruel Legacy; | 
What was the will that wrought it then? Can ye weep ? 
Imbalm it in your trueſt Tears 9.” 
If Women can wcep a Truth, or ever Sorrow ſunk yet 
Into the Soul of your Sex, for tis a Jewel 
The World's worth cannot weigh down, 


Take it, Lady; and with it all (Idare not curſe) my Sor- 


And may they turn to Serpents. 


l ( rowWsg 
Eum How ſhe looks * 
Still upon him! See now a Tear ſteals from her. ; 
2 Cap. But ſtill ſhe keeps her Eye firm. 
Pol. Next read this: e 


But fince I ſce your Spirit ſomewhat troubled 
I'll do it for ye. „ 3 


2 Cap. Still the eyes him mainly. 


Pol. Go, happy Heart, for thou ſhalt lie 
Intowb'd is ber for whom J Di 5 ö 


| | e 
Example of ber Cruelty, © * 


Tell ber, if ſhe chance to chide. 
Me for ſlowneſs in her Pride, 
That it was for her I dy'd. 


[Pluc ks out the Cup. 
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If a Tear eſcape ber Eye 
"Tis not for my Memory, f 
But thy Rights of Obſequy. 


The Altar was my loving Breaſt, . 
My Heart the ſacrificed Beaſt, 
And I was my ſelf the Prieft. 


Tour Body was the ſacred Shrine, 
Tour cruel Mind the Power Divine, 
Pleas'd with Hearts of Men, not Kine. 


Eum. Now it pours down. 
Pol. I like it rarely: Lady. 
Eum. How greedily ſhe ſwallows up his Language? 
2 Capt. Her Eye inhabits on him. To 
Pol. Cracl Lady, .._- | | 
Great as your Beauty ſcornful; had your Pow'r 
Bur equal poiſe on all Hearts, all Hearts periſh'd; 
But Cupid has miore Shafts than one, more Flames too, 
And now he muſt be open-ey'd, tis Juſtice: 
Live to enjoy your __ live and laugh at 
The Loſſes and the Miſeries we ſuffer; 
Live to be ſpoken when your Cruelty 


Has cut off all the Virtue from this Kingdom, 


Turn'd Honour into Earth, and faithful Service. 
Cal. I ſwear his Anger's cxcellent. 
Pol. Truth, and molt try'd Love, 


Into Diſdain and Downfall. 


Cal. Still more pleaſing. 5 
Pol. Live then, I ſay, famous for civil Slaughters, 


Live and lay out your Triumphs, gild your Glories, 


Live and be ſpoken this is ſhe, this Lady, 
This goodly Lady, yet moſt killing Beauty, 


This with the tworedg'd Eyes, the Heart for hardneſs 


Outdoing Rocks; and Coldneſs, Rocks of Cry ſtal. 
This with the ſwelling Soul, more coy of Courtſhip 
Than the proud Sea is when the Shores embrace him 
Live till the Mothers find ye, read your Story, 

And ſow their barren Curſes on your Beauty, . 
Till thoſe that haye enjoy'd their Loves deſpiſe ye, 
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Till Virgins againſt ye, old Age find ye, 
And * as Lot Coals — * in their dying, 
So may the Gods reward ye in your Aſhes, 
But y' are the Siſter of my King; more Prophecies 
_ Elſe I ſhou'd utter of ye, true Loves and Loyal 
Bleſs themſelves ever from ye. So F leave om 
Cal. Prethee be angry ſtill, young Man: Good fair Sir, 
Chide me again. What wou'd this Man do pleas'd, 
That in his Paſſion can bewitch Souls ? Stay. 
Eum, Upon my Life ſhe loves him. 
Cal. Pray ſtay. Pol. No. 
Cal. I do command ye. 
Pol. No, ye cannot, Lady, 
I have a ſpell againſt ye, Faith and Reaſon, 
Ye are too weak to reach me: I have a Heart too, 
But not for Hawks Meat, Lady. | 
Cal. Even for Charity 
Leave me not thus afflicted: You can teach me. 
Pol, How can you preach that Charity to others 
That in your own Soul are an Atheiſt, 
Believing neither Pow'r nor Fear? I rrouble ye, 


The Gods be good unto ye. © 
Cal. Amen. I [ She Smooni. 
Luc. Lady. 1 
Cel. O Royal Madam! Gentlemen, for Heav'n ſake! 

% NATE . [ Fbey come back. 


Pol. Give her freſh Air, ſhe comes again: Away, Sits, 
And here ſtand cloſe till we perceive the working. 
Eum. Ye have undone all. 8 
Pol. So I fear. : 
2 Cap. She loves ye. ; 
Eum. And then all Hope's loſt this way. 
Pol. Peace, ſhe riſes. 1 
Cle. Now for my purpoſe, Fortune. 
Cal. Where's the Gentleman? 
Luc. Gone, Madam. | 
Cal. Why gone? | | 
Luc. Has dilpatch'd his buſineſs. 
Cal. He came to ſpeak with me, 
= - 7 7 | fie” 
Cle. He did net. | 3 
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Cal. For I had many Queſtions. 
Lucip. On my Faith, Madam, he * 
Talk'd a great while to ye. 

Cal. Thou conceiv'ſt not, 
He talk'd not as he ſhou'd do; O my Heart 
Away with that ſad Sight; Didſt thou e er love me? 
Lucip. Why do you make that Queſtion ? 

Cal. If thou didit, ö a 
Run, fun Wench, run: Nay ſee how thou ſtirſt. 
Lucip. Whither? 8 | 

Cal, If *twere for any thing to pleaſe thy ſelf 
Thou wou'dſt run toth* Devil: But 1 am grown 
ie. Fie Lady. | 
Cal. I ask noneof your Fortunes, nor your Loves, 
None of your bent Deſires I ſlack, ye are not 
In love with all Men, are ye? one for ſhame 


Lou will leave your honour'd M ſtreſs? why do ye ſtare 


Whatis that ye ſce about me, tell me? (ſo? 


Lord what am I become? I am not wild, ſure, 
Heav'n keep that from me: O Clean tbe help me, 
Or J am ſunk to Death 7 (againſt ye, 
Cle. Ye have offended, and mightily; Love is incenſt 
And therefore take my Counſel; to the Temple, 
For that's the ſpeedieft Phyſick: Before the Goddeſs 
Give your repentant Prayers: Ask her Will, 
And from the Oracle attend your Sentence, 
She is mild and merciful 
Cal. I will: O Yenus 
Even as thou lov'ſt thy felf £7 
Cle. Now for my Fortune. | Exeunt Cal. and Womey. 
Pol. What ſhall l do? 
1 Capt. Why make your ſelf. 
Pol. 1 dare not, | 
No Gentlemen, I dare not be a Villain, 
Though her bright Beauty wou'd entice an Angel. 
I will toth' King, my laſt hope. Get him a Woman, 
As we before concluded; and as ye paſs 
Give out the Sparrans are in Arms; and terrible; 
And let ſome Letters to that end be feign'd too 
And ſent to you, ſome Poſts too to the General; 


And 
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And let me work: Be near him ſtill 
Eur, We will; Sir. 
Pol. Farewel: And pray for all. What c'er I will ye 
Do it, and hope a fair end. 
Eum. The Gods ſpeed ye. ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Stremon, Fool, Boy, and Servants. | 
Serv. He lies quiet. 
Strem. Let him lye, and as I told ye 
Make ready for this Sew: Has divers times 
Been calling upon Orpheus to appear 
And ſhew the Joys: Now I will be that Orpheus, 
And às I play and ſing, like Beaſts and Trees 
I wou'd have you ſhap'd and enter: Thou a Dog, Fool, 
T have ſent about your Sutes: The Boy a Buſh, 
An Aſs you, you a Lion. | 
Fool. 1 a Dog? . 
Il fit you for a Dog. Bow wow. 
. Strem. Tis excellent, 
Steal in and make no noiſe. 
Fool. Bow wow. 
Strem. Away Rogue. l 
Enter Prieſteſs, and Chilax. 
Prieſt. Good ſweet Friend be not long. 
Chi. Thou think'ft each Hour ten 
Till I be ferreting. 
Prieſt. You know I love ye | 
Chi. Iwill not be above an Hour; let thy Robe be ready, 
And the Door be kept. 
| | [ Cleanthe &nocks within. 
Prieſt, Who knocks there? £1 2, 
Yet more buſineſs ? 
Enter Cleanthe. 
Chi. Have ye more Penſioners? the Princeſs Woman? 


; Nay then P11 ftay a little; what Game's a foot now? 


Cle. Now is the time. 
Chi, A rank Bawd by this Hand to 


She grinds o'both ſides: Hey Boys. 


Prieft. How, your Brother Siphax 2 


Loves he the Princeſs? | 


Cle, Deadly, and you kno 10 


The Mad Lover. 893 


He is a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 
Chi. Bur a rank Knave as ever piſt. 
Cle. Hold Mother, 

Here's more Gold, and ſome Jewels. 
. Chi. Here's Villany ! 

I am glad I came toth' hearing. 
Prieſt. Alas, Daughter, 

What would ye have me do? 

Chi. Hold off, ye old Whore 
There's more Gold cOmung all's mine, all. 
ie. Do ye ſhrink now? 

Did ye not promiſe faithfully, and told me 

Through any Danger? 

Prieſt. Any I can wade through. 

Cle. Ye ſhall and eaſily, the Sin not ſeen neither, 
Here's for a better Stole, and a new Vail, Mother: 
Come, ye ſhall be my Friend. 

Chi. If all hit, hang me, 

I'll make ye richer than the Goddeſs. 

Prieſt. Say then, 

I am yours, what muſt I do? 

Cle. T'th' Morning, 

But very early, will the Princeſs viſit 

The Temple of the Goddeſs, being troubled | 

With ſtrange things that diſtract her: From the Oracle 

(Being ſtrongly too in love) ſhe will demand 

The Goddeſs Pleaſure, and a Man to cure her. 

That Oracle you give: Deſcribe my Brother, 

You know him perſectly. 5 
| Prieſt. 1 have ſeen him often. (with 

' Cle. And charge her take the next Man ſhe ſhall meet 

When ſhe comes out: You underſtand me. 

Prieſt. Well. 

| Cle. Which ſhall} be he attending); this is all, 

And eaſily without ſuſpicion ended, 

Nor none dare diſobey, tis Heav'n that does it, 

And who dares croſs it then, or once ſuſpect it? 

The Venture is moſt eaſie. 

Prieſt. I will do it. 

"Ge. As ye ſhall proſper? 


Pri eſt, 
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Prieſt. As I ſhall proſper. 


Cle. Take this body 2 fare wel; but firſt bark hither. 
Chi. What a young Whore's this to betray berMiſtreſs? 


A thouſand Cuckolds ſhall that Husband be 
That marries thee, thou art ſo miſchievous. 
Fil put a Spoak among your Wheels. 
Cle. Be conſtant. 

Prieſt. Tis done. 

Ci. I'll do no more at drop ſhot then. 


— 8 


* 


[Exit Chilax. 
Prift. Farewel, Wench. Exeunt 82 and Cleanthe. 1 


— — 


ACT IV. . * 


Enter a Servant, and Stremon at the Dow. 


'E ſtirs, he ſtirs. - 

Strem. Let him, I am ready for him, 
He ſhall not this Day perilh, if his Paſſions 
May be fed with Muſick; are they ready? 

Enter Memnon. 

Serv. All, all: See where he comes. 
 Strem. I 1 be ſtraight for him. 

Enter Eumenes, and Sent. 

Serv, How ſad he looks and ſullen! 
Here are the Captains: My Fear's paſt now. 

Mem. Put caſe i'th' other World. 
She do not love me neither? I am old is certgin. 

Eum. His Spirit is a little cueeter. 


Serv. 


Mem. My Blood loſt, and Limbs ſtiff; my Embraces, 


Like the cold ſtubborn Bark, hoary, and heatle's, 


My Words worſe : My Fame only and Atchievements, 


{ Exit Stremon. 
Staud cloſe. 


Which are my Strength, my Blood, e Faſhion, 


Muſt woo her, win her, wed her; that's but Wind, 


And Womenare not brought to Bed with Shadows: 
1 do her wrong, much wrong ſhe is young and bleſſed, 


Sweet as the Spring, and as his Bloſſoms tender, 
And I a nipping North-wind, my Head hung 


With Hai's, and froſty Ificles: Are the Souls ſo too 


When they depart hence, lame and old, and loveleſs? 


No 
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0 * 
No ſure, tis ever Youth there; Time and Death 
Follow our Fleſh no more: And that forc'd Opinion 
That Spirits have no Sexes, I believe not. 
Enter Stremon, lite Orpheus. 
There muſt be Love, there is Love: What art thou ? 


S O N G. 


Strem. Orpheus I am, come from the Deeps below, 
To thee, fond Man, the Plagues of Love to ſhow + 
To the fair Fields where Loves Eternal dwell 


There's none that come, but firſt they paſs tbrough Hell- 


Hark and beware, unleſs thu haſt lov'd ever, 
Belov'd again, thou ſhalt ſee thaſe Joys never. 


© 


Hark bow they groan that dy'd deſpairing, 


O take heed then : 
Hark how they hom] for over-daring : 
All theſe were Men 


bey that be Fools, and dye for Bame 
They loſe their Name * for ; 
Ani they that bleed 
Hark how they ſpeed. 


Nm in cold Froſts, now ſcorching Fires 


They fit, and curſe their laſt Deſires: 
Nor ſhall. theſe 'Souls be free from Pains and Fears, 
Till Women waft then over in their Tears. 


Mem. How ſhould I know my Paſlage is deny'd me? 


Or which of all the Devils dare? 
Eu. This Son 
Was rarely :form'd-to fit him. 


8 O N . 


Orph. Charon, O Charon, | ; 
Thou Wafter of the Souls to-Bliſs or Bane. 
Cha. Who-calls the Ferry-man of Hell? 
Orph. Come near, 
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Thboſe that dye ill, their own foul Fate 
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And ſay who lives in Foy, and "who in Fear. © 
Cha. Thoſe that dye well, eternal Foy ſhall follow; 
For ;, : Fa hl all ſwallow. 
Orph. fo thy black Bark thoſe guilty Spirits [tow 
That kill bent for Love ? " * # 


Cha. O no, uo, a, 
My Cordage cracks when ſuch great Sus are near, | 


No Wind blows fair, nor I my ſelf can ſteer. 


Orph. Whaz Lovers paſs and in Elyzium reign? 
Cha. Thoſe Gentle Loves that are belov'd again. 
Orph. This Soldier loves, and fain wou d die to win '3 
Shall he go on? 
Cha. Nb, i, 100 foul a Sin. 
He muſt not come aboard: I dare not row, 
Storms of Deſpair and guilty Bload will blow. 
Orph. Shall Time releaje bim, ſay? © 
Cha. No, no, no, no. 
Nor Time nor Death can alter: us, nor Pray'r 5 
My Boat is Deſtiny, and who then dare 
But thoſe appointed come aboard? Live ſtill, 
And Love by AN Mortal, not by Will. 
Orph. And when thy Miſtreſs ſhall cloſe up thine B 
Cha. Then come aboard and paſs, - 
Orph. Till when be wiſe. 
Cha. Till when be wiſe. 


Eum. How ſtill he fits: 1 hope this Song has ſetled bim. 


1 Capt. He bites his Lip, and rowles his fiery Eyes, 
I fear for all this — | yet 


2 Capt. Stremon, ſtill apply to him. 
Strem. Give more room, {ſweetly ſtrike, divinely 


Such Strains as old Earth moves at. 3 


Orph. The Pow'r I have both over Beaſt and Plant, 


Thou Man alone feel'ſt miſerable want. [Mufeck, 
Strike you rare Spirits that attend my Will, 


And loſe your favage wildneſs by my Skill. 
Enter a Mask of Beaſts 
This Lion was a Man of War that dy'd, 
As thou wou'dlt do, to gild his Lady's Pride: 
This Dog a Fool that hung himſelf for Love: 
This Ape, with Sh hug ing of a Gl: _———— 
Forgot 
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Ihe Mad Lover. 897 
ay, to cat and died. This goodly Tree, 
An Uſher that ſtill grew before his Lady, 


Wither'd at Root. This, for he cou'd not woo, 
A grumbling Lawyer: This py'd Bird a Page, 
That melted out becauſe he wanted Age. 

Still theſe lye howling on the Szygian Shore, 


O love no more, O love no more. Exit Memnon-» 


Eum. He ſteals off filently, as though he wou'd ſleep- 
No more, but all be near him, feed his Fancy 
Good Szremon ſtill; this may lock up his Folly. 
Yet Heav'n knows I much fear him. Away ſoftly. 
. [Exeunt Captains, 
Fool. Did I not do moſt doggedly ? | 
Stre. Moſt rarely. 
Fool. He's a brave Man, when ſhall we dog again? 
Boy. Unty me firſt for God's fake, (hony Stremon 
Fool. Help the Boy; he's in a Wood poor Child: Good 
Let's have a Bear- baiting; ye ſhall ſee me play 
The rareſt for a ſingle Dog: At head all; 
And if I do not win immortal Glory, 
Play Dog play Devil. 
Stre. Peace for this time. | 
Fool. Prithee | ö 
Let's ſing him a black Santis, then let's all howl 
In our own beaſtly Voices; Tree keep your time, 
Untye there; bow, wow, wow. 
Stre. Away ye Aſs, away. 
Fool. Why let us do ſomething. 
To fatisfie the Gentleman, he's mad; 
A Gentleman-like humour, and in faſhion, 
And muſt have Men as mad about him. 
dre. Peace, 


And come in quickly, *tis ten to one elſe 


He'll find a ſtaff to beat a Dog; no more words, 


I'll get ye all employment; foft, ſoft, in all. ¶Excunt. 


Enter Chilax and Cloe. 
Chi, When cam'ſt thou over, Wench? 
Clo. But now this Evening, 
And have been ever ſince looking out Siphax, 


Frh* Wars he would have look'd me: Sure h'as gotten | 
Vo I. II. Ff Some 


0 
| 
| 
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| 
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And ſay who lives in Foy, and who in Fear. * PEI 
Cha. Thoſe that dhe well, eternal Foy ſhall follow z 


_ Thoſe that dye ill, their own i foul Fate ſhall ſwallow. 


Orph. Shell thy Black Bark : thoſe guilty Spirits ſtom | 
That kill themſelves for Love? # 2 | 
Cha. O no, uo, a, 

My Cordage cracks whtn ſuch great Sins are near, | 


No Wind blows fair, nor I my ſelf can ſteer. 


Orph. What Lovers paſs and in Elyzium reign? 

Cha. Thoſe Gentle Loves that are belov'd again. 

Orph. This Soldier loves, and fain wou'd die to win 3 
Shall he go on? 

Cha. M, 7i, . a Sin. 


Hie muſt not come abnard: I dare not rm, 
Storms of Deſpair and guilty Blood will blow. 


Orph. Shall Time releaſe bim, ſay ? 
Cha. No, 10, 10, no. 

Nor Time nor Death can alter us, nor Pray'r 5 

My Boat is Deſtiny, and who then dare 

Bur thoſe appointed come aboard? Live ſtill, 

And Love by Aer Mortal, not by Will. 
Orph. And when thy Miſtre 7 50 cloſe up thine Bes 
Cha. Then come aboard and paſs; 
Orph. Till when be wiſe. 
Cha. Till when be wiſe. 


Eum. How ſtill he fits: 1 hope this Song has ſetled nc 
1 Capt. He bites his Lip, and rowles his fiery Eyes, 


I fear for all this- — | (yet 


2 Capt. Stremon, ſtill apply to him. 

. Strem. Give more room, ſweetly ſtrike, divinely 
Such Strains as old Earth moves at. | 

Orph. The Pow'r I have both over Beaſt and Plant, 


Thou Man alone feel'ſt miſerable want. LA fick.. 
Strike you rare Spirits that attend my Will, | 


And loſe your favage wildneſs by my Skill. 
Enter a Mask of Beaſts 

This Tice was a Man of War that dy'd, 

As thou wou'd(t do, to gild his Lady's Pride: 

This Dog a Fool that hung himſelf for Love: 

This Ape, with daily hug ing of a Glove, 


5 Forgot 
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1 to eat and died. This goodly Tree, 
An Uſher that ſtill grew before his Lady, 
Wither'd at Root. This, for he cou'd not woo, 
A grumbling Lawyer: This py'd Bird a Page, 
That melted out becauſe he wanted Age. 
Still theſe lye howling on the Styg:an Shore, a 
O love no more, O love no more. Exit Memnon- 
Eum. He ſteals off ſilently, as though he wou' d ſleep- 
No more, but all be near him, feed his Fancy 
Good öòtremon ſtill; this may lock up his Folly. 
Yet Heav'n knows I much fear him. Away ſoftly. 
| [ Exeunt Captains. 
Fool. Did I not do moſt doggedly ? „ 
Stre. Moſt rarely. 3 
Fool. He's a brave Man, when ſhall we dog again? 
Boy. Unty me firſt for God's fake, (hony Stremon 
Fool. Help the Boy; he's in a Wood poor Child: Good 
Let's have a Bear-baiting; ye ſhall ſee me play 
The rareſt for a ſingle Dog: At head all; 
And if I do not win immortal Glory, 
Play Dog play Devil. 
Stre. Peace for this time. GY 
Fool. Prithee © 
Let's ſing him a black Santis, then let's all howl 
In our own beaſtly Voices; Tree keep your time, 
Untye there; bow, wow, wow. 
Stre. Away ye Aſs, away. 
Fool. Why let us do ſomething. 
To ſatisfie the Gentleman, he's mad; 
A Gentleman-like humour, and in faſhion, 
And muſt have Men as mad about him. y 
ore. Peace, | | | 
And come in quickly, *tis ten to one elſe 
He'll find a ſtaff to beat a Dog; no more words, 
I'll get ye all employment; foft, ſoft, in all. ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Chilax and Cloe. 
hi. When cam'ſt thou over, Wench? 
Clo. But now this Evening, | 
And have been ever ſince looking out Siphax, | 
Prh* Wars he would have look'd me: Sure h'as gotten 


n Ff Some 
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Some other Miſtreſs? | ent 

Chi. A thouſand, Wench, a thouſihd, 
They are as common here as Caterpillers 
Among the Corn, they eat up all the Soldiers. 
Quo. Are they ſo hungry? Yet by their leave, Philax, 
I'll have a ſnatch too. 5 

Chi. Doſt thou love him ſtill, Wehch? 

Cle. Why ſhow'd I not? He had my Maidenhead 
And all my Youth. $5 \ 
Chi. Thou art come the happieſt, 8 
In the moſt bleſſed time, ſweer Wench; the fitteſt, 
If thou dar'ſt make thy Fortune: By this Light, Cloe, 
And ſo I'll kiſs thee: And if thou Wilt bur let me, 
For 'tis well worth a kindneſs. 

_ Clo. What ſhou'd I let ye? 

Chi. Enjoy thy Miniken. 
Clo. Thou art fill old flax. © 
Chi, Still, till, and ever ſhall be: If, I ſay, (Wench. 
Thou wo't ſtrike the ftroke: I cannot do much harm, 
| Ch. Nor much good. 1 

Chi. Siphax ſhall be thy Husband, * 
Thy very Husband, Woman, thy Fool, thy Cuckold, 
Or what thou wilt make him: 1 am over- joy'd, 2 
Raviſh'd, clean raviſh'd with this Fortune; kiſs me, 
Or I ſhall loſe my ſelf. | ow 

_ Clo. My Husband, faid ye? 3 : 

Chi. Said I? And will ſay, Cloe: Nay, and do it, 
And do it home too; Peg thee as cloſe to him- 
As Birds are with a Pin to one another, 
J have it, I can do it: Thou Want'ſt Cloaths too, 
And he'll be hang'd unleſs he marry ther 
Fer he maintain thee: Now he. has Ladies, Courtiers 
More than his back can bend at, multitudes ; 

We are taken up for Threſhers. Will ye bite? 

A „ 

Chi. And let me — m — 
- Clo. Yes, and let ye—— 

Chi. . 4 3 c I 985 
Clo. Why that ye wot of _- 
Obi. More on ſtay, take your Inſtructions 


- And 


daR 


Clo. 
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ear not me, Sir. 


Clo. What's that? 
Chi. A bawdy Houſe. 
Clo. A pox conſume it. 

Chi. If the Stones tis built on 


Cle. A So 


wade through. 


Were but as brittle as the Fleſh lives in it, 

Your Curſe came handſomly : Fear not, there's Ladies, 
And other good ſad People: Your pinkt Citize 
Think it no ſhame to ſhake a Sheet there: Come, 


Enter Cleanthe and Siphax; 
Idier and ſo fearful ? 


Sip. Can ye blame me; 


Cle. Fye upon ye, 


I tell ye, ye ſhall have her: Have 
And for your Wife; with her own Will: 
Sp. Good Siſter 
Cle. What a diſtruſtful Man 
To morrow Morning 


When ſuch a weight lies on me? 


Szp. Is it poſſible? 
Can there be ſuch a Happineſs? 
Cle. Why hang me | 


If then ye 
Ye do not 
Sip. O dear Siſter 
22 What ye wou'd do, . 
What ye deſire to do; lye with her: Devil, 
What a dull Man are you? | 


Sip. Nay I believe now, 


And ſhall ſhe love me? 


—_ 


FF 2 


her ſafely, 


899 


And ſomething toward Houſhold, come, whatever 
I ſhall adviſe ye, follow it exactly, 
And keep your times I point ye; for Ill tell ye 
A ſtrange way you mu 


chi. Come then, and let's diſpatch this modicym, 
For I have but an hour to ſtay, a ſhort one, 

Beſides more Water for another Mill, 
An old weak over-ſhot J muſt provide for, 
There's an old Nunnery at hand. 


ns 
Wench. 


[ Exeunt- 


are you? To morrow, 


be not married: It to morrow Night 
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cle. As her Life, and ſtroke ye. 
p. O I will be her Servant. 
e. *Tis your Duty. 
4 And ſhe ſhall have her whole Will. 
Cle. Ves tis reaſon, + D 
She is a Princeſs, and by that Rule boundleſs. 
Sip. What wou'd you be? For Iwou'd have ye, Siſter, 
Chule ſome great Place about us: As her Woman 
Is not ſo fit, . 
Cle. No, no, I ſhall find Places. | 
Sip. And yet to be a Lady of her Bed-chamber 
I hold not ſo fit neither, RY 
Some great Title, believe it, ſhall be look d out. 
Cie. Ve may, a Dutcheſs | 
Or ſuch a Toy, a ſmall thing pleaſes me, Sir. 
Si. What you will, Siſter: If a neighbour Prince, 
W hen we ſhall come to reign 
Cle. We ſhall think ont, 
Be ready at the time, and in that place too, 
And let me work the reſt; within this half hour 
The Princeſs will. be going, tis almoſt Morning, 
Away and mind your buſineſs. 5 
Sip. Fortune bleſs us. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King, Polydor and Lords. | 
u. I do beſeech your Grace to baniſh me. | 
Ling. Why, Gentleman, is ſhe not worthy Marriage? 
Pol. Moſt worthy, Sir, where Worth again ſhall meet 
But I like thick Clouds failing flow and heavy, (her, 
Although by her drawn higher, yet ſhall hide her. 
I dare not be a Traitor; and 'tis Treaſon, 
But to imagine. As you love your Honour | 
King. Tis her firſt Maiden doting, and if croſt, 
I know it kills her. ek 
1 Lord. How knows your Grace ſhe loves him? 
King. Her Woman told me all {beſide his ſtory) 
Fer Maid Lucitpe, on what reaſon too, 
And tis beyond all bur enjoying. 
Pol. Sir, ; | 3 " 
Ev'n by your Wiſdom; by that great Diſcretion 
Le owe to Rule and Order — 


- 
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2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. This Man's mad ſure, 
To plead againſt his Fortune — 
1 Lord. And the King too, 
Willing to have it ſo? 
Pol. By thoſe dead Princes | 
From whoſe Deſcents ye ſtand a Star admir'd at, ; 


Lay not fo baſe a lay upon your Virtues; 
Take heed, for Honour's ſake take heed: The Bramble 


No wiſe Man ever planted by the Roſe, 
It cankers all her Beauty; nor the Vine, | 
When her full Bluſhes court the Sun, dares any 
Choke up with wanton Ivy. Good my Lords, 
Who builds a Monument, the Baſis Jaſper, 
And the main Body Brick? ; 

2 Lord. Ye wrong your Worth, 
Ye are a Gentleman deſcended nobly. 

1 Lord. In both Bloods truly noble, 

King. Say ye were not, 
My Will can make ye ſo. 

ol, No, never, never; 


*Tis not Deſcent, nor Will of Princes does it, Y 
*Tis Virtue which I want, tis Temperance, 


Man, honeſt Man: Is't fit your Majeſty 


Should call my Drunkenneſs, my Raſhneſs, Brother? 
Or ſuch a bleſſed Maid my breach of Faith, 


(For I am moſt laſcivious) and fell Angers 


In which I am alſo miſchievous, her Husban 1? 
O Gods preſerve her! I am wild as Winter, 
Ambitious as the Devil; our upon me, 
I hate my ſelf, Sir; if ye dare beſtow her 
Upon a Subject, ye have one deſerves her. 
King. Buthimſhedoes not love: I know your m 
This young Man's Love unto his noble Brother 
Appears a Mirrour; what muſt now be done, Lords? 
For I am grayel'd ; if ſhe have not him | 
She dies for certain, if his Brother miſs her, 
Farewel to him, and all our Honaurs, 

1 Lord. He is dead, Sir, 


Your Grace has heard of thet , and ſtrangely, 
.T 3 


. 


caning, 
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902 The Mad Lover. 
1 King. No; 1 
can aſſure you no, there was a trick in't, | 
Read that, and then know all; what ails the Gentleman? 
Hold him; how do ye, Sit? [Polydor ict ot ſudden. 
Tol. Sick o'th' ſudden, 
Extremely ill, wondrous ill. 

King. Where did it take ye? 1 

Po]. Here in my Head, Sir, and my Heart; for Heav'n ſake. 
King. Conduct him to his Chamber preſently, - 
And bid my Doctors 
Pol. No, I ſhall be well, Sir, 3 
T do beſeech your Grace, even for the Gods ſake, 
Remember my poor Brother, I ſhall pray then. 

King. Away, he grows more weak ſtill: I will do it, 
Or Heav'n forget me ever. Now your Counſels, [ Ex, Pol. 
For J am at my wits end; what with you, Sir? 

Enter Meſſenger with a Letter. 

Meſſ. Letters from warlike Pelius. 
King. Yet more Troubles? Ju 
The Spartans are in Arms, and like to win all: 
Supplies are ſent for, and the General; 
This is more croſs than t'other z come let's to him, 
For he muſt have her, tis neceſſity, 
Or we muſt loſe our Honours ; let's plead all, 
For: more than all is needful, ſhew all reaſon 
If Love can hear o that ſide, if ſhe yield | 
We have fought beſt, and won the nobleſt Field. [Exe. 
Enter Eumenes, Captains and Stremon. 

1 Cap. I have brought the Wench, a luſty Wench, 

And ſomewhat like the Prince. 

 Eum. Tis the better, let's ſee her, ; 
And go you in and tell him, that her Grace 
Is come to viſit him: How ſleeps he, Stremon? 

Stre. He cannot, only thinks, and calls on Polydor, 
Swears he will not be ford; ſometimes he rages, 
And ſometimes fits and muſes. . [Exit Stremon. 

Enter Whoire, and Captain. 1 

Euni. He's paſt all help ſure: | 
How do ye like her? 1 

2 Cap. By th Maſs a good round Virgin, 


Ang 
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And at firſt light re{embling 3 the is well cloath'd too. 

Eum. But is ſhe ſound ? 

2 Cap. Of Wind and Limb, I Warrant her. 

Eu. You are inſtructed, Lady? 

Who. Yes, and know, Sir, 

How to behave my ſelf, ne'er fear. 
 Eum. Polybius, 
Where did 1 get this Vermin? 

1 Capt. Hang him Badger, (Mates 
There's not a hole free from him, Whores and Whores 
Do all pay him Obedience. 

Eum. Indeed i'th* War 
His quarter was all Whore, Whore upon Whore, 

And lin'd with Whore; beſhrew me 'tis a fair W hore. 

I Capt. Shechas ſmockt away her Blood; but fair or foul, 
Or blind or lame, that can bur lift her Leg up 
Comes not amiſs to him, he rides like a nigh "Mare, 
All Ages, all Religions. 

Eum. Can ye ſtate it? 

Wh». I'll make a ſhift. 

Eum. He muſt lye with ye, Lady. 

Who. Let him, he's not the firſt Mani haye lun vit, 
Nor {hall not be the laſt. | 
Enter Memnon. 

2 Capt. He comes, no more words, 

She has her Leſſon throughly; how he views her? 

Eum. Go forward now, ſo, n ſtand! 

Mem. Great Lady, 
How humbly I am bound 

Who. You ſhall not kneel, Sir, 

Come, I have done you wrong; and n uy Soldier, 
And thus I make amends [ Kiſſes bim. 
Eun. A Plague confound ye, 
Is this your State? 
2. Capt. Tis well enough. 
| Mem. O Lady, 
Your Royal Hand, your Hand, my deareſt Beauty, 
Is more than I muſt purchaſe : Here divine one, 
I dare revenge my wrongs. Ha! 
Capt. A damn'd foul one- 
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Eun. The Lees of Pawdy Prewns: Mourning —_ ? 
All ſpoil'd by Heav'n. | 
Mem. Ha! who art thou? 
2 Capt. A ſhame on ye, 
Ye clawing ſcabby W hore. 
Mem. I ſay, who art thou? 
Eum. Why tis the Princeſs, Sir. 
Mem. The Devil, Sir, 
'Tis ſome Roguy thing. 
bo. If this abuſe be Love, Sir, 
Or I that laid aſide my Modeſty. 
Eum. So far thou'lt never find 83 
Mem. Do not weep, 
For if ye be the Princeſs, I will Love ye, | 
Indeed I will, and honour ye, fight for ye, (thou? ? 
Come, wipe your Eyes; by Heav'n ſhe ſtinks; who art 
Stinks like a poyſon'd Rat behind a Hanging; | 
Woman, who art thou? Like a rotten Cabbage. 
2 Cap. You're much to blame, Sir, tis the Princeſs, 
Mem. How? 
q She the Princeſs ? 
| | Eum. And the loving Princeſs. 
x Capt. Indeed the doating Princeſs. | 
Mem. Come hither once more, 
The Princeſs ſmells like Morning's breath, pure Amber, 
Beyond the courted Indies in her Spices. 
Still a dead Rat by Heaven ; thou a Princeſs? 
Eum. What a dull W hore is this? 
Mem. I'Il tell ye preſently, 
For if ſhe be a Prin:eſs, as ſhe may be 
And yet ſtink too, and ſtrongly, I ſhall find her. 
Fetch the Numidian Lyon I brought over, 
Tf ſhe be ſprung from the Royal Blood, the aner 
He'll do you Reverence, elſe— | 
Mo. I beſeech your Lordſhip— 05 x 
Eum. Hei] tear her all to pieces. ? 
Who. I am no Princeſs, Sir. 
Mem. Who brought thee hither? 
2 Capt. If ye confeſs, we'll hang ye. 
Whe. Good my Lord — 


— 
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Mem. Who art thou then? . 
Who. A poor retaining Whore, Sir, 
To one of your Lordſhip's Captains. 5 
Mem. Alas poor Whore, - 4 PB 
Go, bea W hore ſtill, and tink worſe: Ha, ba, ba. Rx. Cloe. 
What Fools are theſe, and Coxcombs? [ Ex. Memnon. 
Eum. I am right glad yet, 8 
He takes it with ſuch lightneſs. 
I 1 Cap. Methinks his Face too 5 
Is not ſo clouded as it was; how he looks? 
Eum. Where's your dead Rat? 
2 Capt. The Devil dine upon her 
Loins; why what a Medicine had he gotten 
To try a Whore? _ | . ‚ 
Euter Stremon. 
Stre, Here's one from Polydor ſtays to ſpeak with 
Eum. With whom? gd | 
Stre. With all; where has the General been? 
He's laughing to himſelf extremely. 
. Come, ' 
Pl! tell thee how; Iam glad yet he's ſo merry. [Exennz. 


ye. 


— 


Enter, Chilax and Prieſteſs, | Calis, Lady and Nun. 
Chi, WII Lights are thoſe that enter there, ſtill 


7 


nearer 
Plague o' your rotten Itch, do you draw me hither 
Into the Temple to betray me? Was there no place 
To ſatisfie your Sin in? Gods forgive me, 
Still they come forward. | 
Prieſt. Peace ye Fool, I have found it, 
*Tis the young Princeſs Cali. 
_ Chi.” Tis the Devil, | 
To claw us for our catterwauling. 
| Prieft. Retire ſoftly. | | 
1 did not look for you theſe two Hours, Lady: 
Beſhrew your haſte: That way. * © n 


CY 
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Chi. That goes td the Altar? 
Ye old blind Beaſt. 
. Prieſt. I know not, any way 3 
Still they come nearer. 
Tl. in to th Oracle. 
Chi. That's well 3 Til in with ve. 
Prieſt. Do.  [Exeunt Prieſt — Chilax. 


Enter Calis and ber Train with Lights, ſo 
: | Lucippe and Cleanthe. ; we 


SONG. 


O fair ſweet Goddeſs Queen of Lover, 
Soft and gentle as thy Doves, 
_ ey'd, and oo ruing f 
7 poor Hearts, their Loves purſuing: 
O en lee of Delights, 22 
Oomner of all bappy Nights, - 
Star of dear Content, and Pleaſure, 
of mutual Loves the endleſs Treaſure, 
Accept this Sacrifice we bring 
Thou continual Touth and Se, 
Grant this Lady her Defires, | 
And every hoar we'll crown thy Fires, 
Enter a Nun. . 
N un. Tou ahnt ber all retire, 
Whilſt the Princeſs feed the Fire, . 
When your Devotions ended he 
To the 1 Iwill attond ye. 


Exit Nun, and dra s — cloſe toCali, 


Enter Stremon and Eumenes. 
Stre. He will abroad. | 


Eum. How does his humour hold him? 
; Sire. He is now grown wondrous ſad, weeps often too, 
Talks of his Brother to himſelf, ſtarts ſtrangely. 
Eum. Does he not curſe? 
Stre. No. _ 9 a 
Eum. Nor break out in Fury, 5 
8 ſome new Attempt? ? 


Stre. | 
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Stre. Neither; to th' Temple 
Is all we hear of now: What there he will do 
Eum. I hope repent his Folly let's be near him. 
Stre. Where are the reſt? 
Eum. About a buſineſs 
Concerns him mainly; if Heav'n cure ; is Madneſs, 
He's made for ever, Stremon. " 
Stre, Does the King know it? 
Eum. Yes, and much troubled with it, he's now gone 
To ſeek his Siſter out. 5 
Stre. Come let's away then. Exe. Eum. and Stre. 
Enter Nun, ſhe opens the Curtain 10 Calis. 
| Calis at the Oracle. 
N Peace to your Prayers, Lady, will it pleaſe ye 
To paſs on to the Oracle? 
; Cal. Moſt humble. [Chilax and Prieſteſs in the Oracle. 
F Chi. Do ye hear that? 
5 Prieſt. Yes, lic cloſe. 
Chi. A Wildfire take ye, 
What ſhall become of 4 I ſhall be i d now: 
Is this a time to ſhake? a Halter ſhake ye, 
Come up and juggle, come. 
Prieſt. T am monſtrous fearful. 
Chi. Up ye old gaping Oyſter, up and anſwer; 
A mouldy Mange upon your So ye told me 
I was ſafe here till the Bell rung. , 
Prieſt. I was prevented, 
And did not look theſe three hours for the Princess. 
Chi, Shall we be taken? 
Prieſt. Speak for loves ſake, chilar; | 
cannot, nor I dare not. - 
Chi Tu ſpeak Treaſon, for had as lieve be hang d for that. 
Prieſt. Good Chilax. 
ch. Muſt it be ſung or ſaid? What ſhall I tell em? 
They are here; here now preparing. 
Prieſt. O my Conſcience! 8 
Chi. Plague of your ſpurgall'd Conſcience, does it tire 
ow when it ſhould be tuffeſt? I cou'd make dee 
N. Save us, we are both undone elſe. 
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chi. Down ye Dog then, 
Be quiet, and be ſtanch to no Inundations. 
Mun. Here kneel again, and Venus grant Fu Wiſhes. 


Calis. O Divine Star of” Heav'n, 
Thou in Power above the ſeu'n: 
Thou ſweet Kindler of Doster, 
2 I 15 grow to mutual Fires : 

gentle Queon, that art 

_—_ "of each wounded Heart: 
Thou the Fuel, and the Flame; 
Thou in Heav n, and bere the ſame: 
Thou. the Wooes, and the Woo'd : . 
Thou the Hunger, and the Food: 

» Thou the Prayer, and the Pray d; 
Thou what is, or ſhall be ſaid: * © 
Thou ſtill young, and golden treſſed, 


Make me by thy _— wer — 
chi. When? 
Prieſt. Now ſpeak handſomly, and ſmall by all means, 
T have told ye what. [ Thunder, 


Chi. But I'll tell you a new Tale, 
Now for my Neck-yerſe; I have heard thy Pray? rs, 
And mark me well. 
| Myufick. Venus deſcends. 
Nun. The Goddeſs is diſpleaſed much, 
The Temple ſhakes and totters; ſhe appears, 
Bow, Lady, bow. 


Venus. Purge me the Temple ound, 
And live by this example henceforth ſol. 
Virgin, I have ſeen thy Tears, 
Heard thy Wiſhes, and thy Fears 

1 boly Incenſe flew above, | 
Hark therefore to thy dbom in Love, 
Had thy Heart been ſoft at fuſt, 

Now thou had'ſt allay'd thy r 3 
Had thy ſtubborn Will but bended, 

All thy Sorrows bere bad ended; : 
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Therefore tn be juſt in Love, 

A ſtrange Fortune thou muſt prove, 
And, for thou baſt been ſtern and coy, 
A dead Love thou ſhalt enjoy. 


Cal. O gentle Goddeſs! 

Yen. Riſe, thy Doom is ſaid, 3 
And fear not, Iwill pleaſe thee with the dead. [ Aſcend.. 

Nun. Go up into the Temple, and there end 
Your holy Rites, the Goddels ſmiles upon ye 

|  [ Exeunt Cal. aud Nun. 

Enter Chilax in bis Robe. 

Chi. I'll no more Oracles, nor Miracles, 
Nor no more Church Work, Il be drawn and hang d firſt. 
Am not I torn a pieces with the Thunder? 
Death, I can ſcarce believe I hve yet, 
It gave me on the Buttocks, a cruel, a huge bang, 
I had as lieve ha had em ſcratcht with Dog-whips: 
Be quiet henceforth, now ye feel the end on't, 
I wou'dadviſe ye my old Friends, the good Gentlewoman 
Is ſtrucken dumb, and there her Grace fits mumping 
Likean old Apecating a Brawn; ſure the good Goddeſs 
Knew my intent was honeſt, to ſave the Princeſs, 
And how we young Men are entic'd to Wickedneſs 
By theſe lewd Women, I had paid for't elſe too. 
I am monſtrous holy now, and cruel fearful, 
O 'twas a plaguy thump, charg'd with a vengeance. 

Enter Siphax, walks ſoftly over the Stage, and goes in. 
Wou'd I wete well at home; the beſt is, tis nor Day: 
Who's that? ha? Siphax! I'll be with you anon, Sir; 
Ye ſhall be Oracled I warrant ye, gs 
And thunder'd too, as well as I; your Lordſh:” 

Enter Memnon, Eumenes, Stremon, ans two 

„ carrying Torches. . 

Muſt needs enjoy the Princeſs, yes: ha! Torches? 
And Memnon coming this way? He's Dog-mad, 
And ten to one appearing thus unto him, 
He worries me. I muſt go by him. 
. 7; 266 
Mem. Ask me no further Queſtions. W hat art thou? 
How doſt thou ſtare? Stand off; nay look upon me, 


a 


| 
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do not ſhake, nor fear thee —— [Draws bis Sword, 
- chi. He will kill me: 
This is for Church Work. 
Mem. Why doſt thou appear now ? 
Thou wert fairly ſlain: I know thee, Diocles, 
And know thine Envy to mine Honour: But——— 
Chi. Stay Memnon, 3 
I ama Spirit, and thou canſt not hurt me. 
Eum. This is the Voice of Chilax. 
Stre. What makes him thus? 
Chi. Tis true, that I was ſlain in Field, but foully, 
By Multitudes, not Manhood: Therefore mark me, 
I do appear again to quit mine Honour, 
And on thee ſingle. 


Mem. | accept the Challenge. 
W here ? 
Chi. On the Szygian Banks. 
Alem. When? 
Chi. Four Days hence. 
Mem, Go noble Ghoſt, I will attend. 
_ Chi, I thank ye. 5 
Stre. Ye have ſav'd your Throat, and handſomely : 
 Farewel, Sir. YE Exit Chilax. 
Mem. Sing me the Battels of Peluſium, 
In which this Worthy died. 
Eum. This will ſpoil all, and make him worſe 
Than e' er he was: Sit down, Sir, 
And give your ſelf to reſt. 
| S ON G. 
Arm, arm, arm, arm, the Scouts are all come in, 
Keep your Ranks cloſe, and now your Honours win, 
Behold from vonder Hill the Foe 8 5 
Bom, Bills, Glaves, Arrows, Shields, and Spears, 
Like a dark Wood be comes, or Tempeſt pouring, 
O view the Wings of Horſe the Meadows ſcowring ; 
The Van-guardmarches bravely, hark, tbe Drums dub, 
They meet, they meet, and now the Battel comes : dub. 
See bow the Arrows fly, | | 
That darken all the Sky; 
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» Ch, How is it? 


Hark how the Trumpets ſoun, 
Hark how the feen — 


2 — 


Tara, tara, tara, tara, tara. 


Hark how the Horſe es charge : In Boys, Boys in — 


The Battel totters; now the Wounds begi 
O how they cry, —— 
O how they Die! | 
Room for the Valiant Memnon arm'd with Thunder, 
See how be breaks the Ranks aſunder : 
They Fly, they Fly, Eumenes has the Chaſe, 
And brave Polybius makes gvod his Place. 
To the Plains, to the Woods, 
To the Rocks, to the Floods, 
They fiy for Succour : Follow, follow, follow, Hey, hey. 
Hark how the Soldiers hollow. | 
Brave Diocles is Dead, 
And all his Soldiers fled, 
The Battel's won, and loſt, 
That many a Life hath coft. 


Mem, Now forward to the Temple. [Excunt. 


Enter Chilax. 
Obi. Are ye gone? | | 
How have I ſcap'd this Morning! By what Miracle! 
Sure I am ordain'd for ſome brave end. | 
Enter Cloe. 


Chi. Come, tis as well as can be. 
Clo. But is it poſſibe 
This ſhou'd be true you tell me? 
Chi, Tis moſt certain. 
Clo. Such a groſs Aſs. to love the Princeſs? 
Chi. Peace, | 


Pull your Robe cloſe about ye: Vou are perfect 


In all I taught ye? 

Cle. Sure. 
Chi. Gods give thee good Juck. "ON 
"Tis ſtrange my Brains ſhould {till be beating Knavery 
For all theſe Dangers, but they are needful Miſchicts, 
And ſuch are Nuts to me; and I muſt do em. 


You will remember me————— 


e Cle. 


8 
4 . 
„ * 1 — — — — on — = - — _ = = * 

ö 8 * 7 ” _ 
. — * . 4 A a . = + * , a at — — — = 

— IA Ry 5 — Sy, 5 gs: om ge = I * 7 * Rs 2 1 3 — 

gu ny re Cp —* — — 2 
k © 8 1 — 8 8 


3 


—. 


» x 
I. 


— 
a 


— wt 
4 _— 1 * 

Ay. a N Pos 
De one 3 

W — 


— 


N 
— — 8 


LACY Mes. 
—— Sr 
£2 Rs IE. 
* 
a x — — 
PA — Je > 
8 


owe 
— — 
N 


2 * 
36; D 
„ 
n 


2 — 1 

— 2 — 

= ID RE EIIS 
A wa IG” 


we... * 
1 
Xo ret a — 
- * - 
* 


v$1%. - Th. Mad Lover. 


2 By this Kiſs, Chila sv. va 
o more of that, I fear another Thunder. 41 
2 We are not i' th' Temple, Man. 
| Enter Siphax. 

Chi. Peace, here he comes, 2 and Cloe. 
Now to our buſineſs handſomly away now. [Ex. Chilax, 
Sp. Twas ſure the rags for he en unto her, 
And ſhe lookt every way: I hope the Oracle 

Has made me happy; me I 8996 ſhe lookt for. 

Enter Chilax and Cloe at the otber Door. 
Fortune, vill ſo honour thee, Love, fo adore thee- 
dhe is here again, looks round about her, again too, 

*Tis done, I know 'tis done, tis Chilax with her, 
And I ſhall know of him. Who's that? 
Cbi. Speak ſoftly, 
The Privcef from the Oracle. 
Sp. She views me, | ; 
By Heav'n ſhe beckons me. G 
Chi. Come near, ſhe wou'd have ye. 
_ O Royal Lady. (Xie her Hand. 
She wills ye 2 that, for belike ſhe's bound to Si- 
Forſuch a time: "She | is woncrous gracious to ye. (lence 
3 Heav'n make me thankful. | 
1. She wou'd have ye read it. E. reads, 
Slip. Siphax, the will of Heav'n hath caſt me on thee 
To be thy Wife, whoſe Will muſt be obey d: : 
Uſe me with Honour, I ſhall love thee dearly, 
And make thee underſtand thy Worths hereafter 3 5 
Convey me to a ſecret Ceremony, 
That both our Hearts and Loves may be 3 
And uſe no Language, till before my Brother 
We both appear, where I will ſhew the Oracle, 
For till char time I am bound, I muſt not anſwer. 8 


Chi, Ve: are a made Man. 
Sp. But Cbilar, 
Where ere her Women! 
h hi. None but your Grace's Siſter, 
Becauſe ſhe wou'd have it private to the World vet, 
Knows of this Buſineſs. | 
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Sip. I ſhall thank thee, Chilax, 0 
Thou art a careful Man. 
Ci. Your Graces Servant. a 
| 5 4 III find a fit place for thee, 
Cbi. If you will not, 1 
There's a good Lady will, ſhe points ye forward, 
Away and take your Fortune; not a word Sir, 
So, you are greas'd, I hope. [Ex. Sip. and Cloe, manet Chi- 
Enter Stremon, Fool, and Boy. (lax. 
Chi. Stremon, Fool, Picus, | 
Where have you left your Lord? 
Stre. I'th Temple, Chilax. 
Chi. Why are ye from him? 
Stre. Why, the King is with him, 
And all the Lords. 
Chi, Is not the Princeſs there too ? 
9tre. Yes. 


And the ſtrangeſt Coil amongſt em; She weeps bitterly : 


The King entreats, and frowns, my Lord like Autumn 
Drops F his hopes by handfulls, all the Temple 
Sweats with this Agony. * 
| Chi. Where's young Polydor? 
Stre. Dead, as they 5 o'th' ſudden. 
_ Chi. Dead? 75 
 Grre. For certain, 
But not yet known abroad. 
Chi, There's a new trouble, 
A brave young Man he was; but we mull all Die. 
Stre. Did not the General meet you this Morning 
Like a tall Stallion Nun? 
Ci. No more o that, Boy. 
Fre. You had been Ferreting. 
Chi. That's all one, Fool; | 
My Maſter Fool that taught my Wits to Traffick, - 
What has your Wiſdom done? How have you profited? 
Out with your Audit: Come, you are not empty, , 
Put out mine Eye with twelve Pence? Do you ſhaker? 
What think you of this ſhaking? Here's Wit, Coxcomb, 
Ha Boys? Ha my fine Raſcals, here's a Ring, 4 
5 | Pulls out 4 Pur ſe. 
'Vor. II. 6 Ho- 
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How right they go! 

Fool. O let me ring the fore Bell. 
And here are Thumpers, Chiqueens, golden Rogues, 
Wit, Wit, ye Raſcals. 1 

Fool. J have a Sty here, Chilar. 

Chi. I have no Gold to cure it, not a Penny, 

Not one croſs, Cavalier; we are dull Soldiers, 
Groſs heavy -headed Fellows; fight for Victuals? 
Fool. Why, ye are the Spirits of the Time. 

Chi. By no means. 

Foil. The valiant firie. 

Chi. Fie, fie, no. 

Fool. Be- lee me, Sir. 

Chi. I wou'd I cou'd, Sir. 

Fool. ] will ſatisfie ye. lin, 

Chi. But Iwill not content you; alas poor Boy, a 
Thou ſhew'it an honeſt Nature, weep'ſt for thy Maſter, 
There's a red Rogue to buy thee Handkerchiets. © 
Fool. He was an honeſt Gentleman, I have loſt too. - 

Chi. You have indeed your labour, Fool; but Srremon, 
Doſt thou want Mony too? No Virtue living? 
No firking out at Fingers ends? | 

Stre. It ſeems ſo. 

Chi. Will ye all ſerve me? 

Stre. Yes, when ye are Lord General, 

For leſs I will not ge. 

Chi. There's Gel for thee then, 

Thou halt a Soldicr's Mind. Fool | 
Fool. Here, your firſt Man. is 3%. - 

Cbi. I will give thee for thy Wit, for 'tis a fine Wit, 
A dainty diving Wit, hold up, juſt nothing, 

Go Graze i' th' Commons, yet J am merciful ——— 
There's ſix-pence: Buy a Saucer, ſteal an old Gown, 
And beg i' th' Temple for a Prophet. Come away Boys, 
Let's ſee bow things are carried, Fool, up Sirrah, _ 
You may chance get a Dinner: Boy, your Preferment 
I'll undertake, for your brave Malters lake, | 
'Fou not per... 75 2205 

Fool. Chilar ?“. | 
(bi. Pleaſe me well, Fool. 


8 5 And 
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Looks ſomething muſty ſince her coming over. 
Make ſport at my abuſe too? 


But you are wiſe, brave Sirs, 


The Oracle, an't like your Grace, the Oracle. 
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And you ſhall light my Pipes: Away to the Temple. 
But ſtay, the King's here, ſport upon ſport, Boys. 
Enter King, Lords, Siphax kneeling, Cloe with @ Vail. 
King. What wou'd you have, Captain? 
Speak ſuddenly, for I am wondrous buſie. 
Sip. A Pardon, Royal Sir. 18 
King. For what? 
Sip. For that . 
Which was Heav'ns Will, ſhou'd not be mine alone, Sir; 
My marrying with this Lady. | 
_ King. It needs no Pardon, 
For Marriage is no Sin. 
Sip. Not in it ſelf, Sir; . 
Bur in preſuming too much: Yet Heay'n knows, 
So does the Oracle that caſt it on me, 


And the Princeſs, Royal Sir. 
King. What Princeſs? 


Sip. O be not angry, my dread King, your Siſter. 

King. My Siſter ſhe's i'th Temple, Man. 

Sip. She is here, Sir. _ 

Lord. The Captain's mad, ſhe's kneeling at the Altar. 
King. Iknow ſhe is; with all my Heart, good Captain, 


Ido forgive ye both: Be unvail'd, Lady. [Puts off ber Hail. 


Will ye have more forgiveneſs? The Man's Frantick, 
Come let's go bring her out : God give ye joy, Sir. 
Sip. How, Cloe? My old Cloe? 
Clo, Ev'n the (ame, Sir. 
Chi. Gods give your Manhood much content. 
Stre. The Princeſs . 


Fool. *T'were good you'd bruſh her over. 
Sip. Fools and Fidlers 


* Fool. .O”ris the Natire 
Of us Fools to make bold with one another, 


chi. Cheer up your Princeſs, 


Believe it Sir, the King wall not be angry, 
Or ſay he were; why, twas the Oracle. 


: Gg 2 


Ex. King, Lords. 
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ore. And who, moſt mighty Sipbax ? & Meth! of 
S. With mine own Whore. | (ſcience, 
Uo, With whom elſe ſhou'd ye marry, ſpeak. your Con- 
Will ye tranſgreſs the Law of Arms, that ever 
Rewards the Soldicr with his own Sins? F Js, 
Si. Devils. BEE | Ants 
Uo. Ye had my Maiden-head, i babe, my Sweet- 
Is it not Juſtice then? —— Sip. 1 ſee it mult be, 
But by this Hand, I'll hang'a Lock upon the. 
Clo. You thall not need, my Honeſty ſhall do it. 
fp. If there be Wars in all the World ; 
_ Go, I'll with ye, | ; 
For you, know I have been a Soldier. © 
Come, curſe on: When I need another Oracle. 
Chi. Send for me Spbax, I'll fit ye with a Princeſs, 
And fo to both your Honours. Foo. And your Graces. 
Sp. The Devil grace you all. 0 
Uo, God-a-mercy Chilarx. E 
CDi. Shall we laugh half an hour now? 
Fre. No, the King comes, 1 
And all the Train. 4 | n 
Chi. Away then, our Act's ende. [Exeunt. 
Enter King, Calis, Memnon, Cleanthe, aud Lords. | 
King. You know he do's deſerve ye, loves ye dearly, 
Jou know what bloody Violence;h'ad us ddt 
Upon himſelf, but that this Brother croſt it,. 


You know the fame Thoughts ſtil} inhabit in him Wh 
And covet to rake birth: Look on him, Lady: 
The Wars have not ſo far conſum'd him Jeb. (i 
Cold Age difabled him, or Sickneſs funk him 
To be abhorr'd: Look on his Honour, Siſter, mA 
That bears no ſtamp of Time, no Wrinkels on it, 0 
No ſad Demoliſhment, nor Death can reach ii: 
Look. with the Eyes of Heav'n that-nightly Waken, 
To view the Wonders of the Glorious Maker, le! 
And not the Weakneſs: Look with your virtuous Eyes, 
And then clad Royalty in all his Conqueſits,,, .-.-; /- 
His matchleſs Love hung with xthouland Merits, 12 
Eternal Y owth attending, Fame and Fortune, 19 IE 
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Time and Oblivion vexing at his Virtues, 
He ſhall appear a Miracle: Look on our Dangers, 
Look on the publick Ruin: Cal. O, dear Brother. 
King. Fie, let us not like proud and greedy Waters, 
Gain to give off again: This is our Sca, | | 
And you his Cynthia, govern him, take heed, 
His Floods have bcen as high and full as any, 
And gloriouſſy now is got up to the Girdle, 
The Kingdoms he hath purchas'd ; noble Siſter, 
Take not your Virtue from him, O take heed 
We ebb not now to nothing, take heed Calis. 
Cal. The Willof Heav'n not mine, which muſt not alter, 
And my eternal Doom, for ought I know, : 
Is fixt upon me; alas, I muſt love nothing, 
Nothing that loves again muſt I be bleſt with: 
The gentle Vine climbs up the Oak and clips him, 
And when the ſtroke comes, yer they fall together. 
Death, Death muſt I enjoy, and live to love him, 
O noble Sir! Mem. Thoſe Tears arc ſome reward yet, 
Pray let me wend your Sorrows. 5 
Cal. Take em Soldier, 
They are fruitful ones, lay but a ſigh upon 'em, 
And ftraight they will conceive to infinites; 
| told ye what ye would find' em VE 
Ever a Funeral, Captains following, and Eumenee. # 
King. How now, what's this? more drops to th'Occan? 
Whote Body's this? Em. The noble Polydor, 
This ſpeaks his Death. Mem. My Brother dead? 
Cal. O Goddeſs! Fi, | 
O cruel, cruel Vers, here's my Fortune. 
F 
Mem, Read aloud: Farewel my Follies. | 
Eumen. reads ; th the Excellent Princefs Calis. 
Eum. Be Wiſe, as you are Beaureous, love with Judge» 
AndlookWith clear Eyes on my noble Brother, (ment, 
Value Deſert and Virtue, they are Jewels, 
Fit for your Worth and Wearing: Take heed, Lady, 
The Gods reward Ingratitude moſt grievous z 
Remember me no more, or if you muſt, 
Seck me in noble Memnon's Love, I dwell there. 


* i 
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[ durſt not live, becauſe T durſt not wrong him, 
1 can no more, make me eternal Happy 


With looking down upon your Loves. Farewel. 


Mem. And didſt thou die for me? 
King. Excellent Virtue! 
What will ye now do? 


Cal. Dwell for ever here, Sir. 


Mem. For me, dear Polydr? O worthy young Man! 
O Love, Love, Love, Love above Recompence! 
Infinite Love, Infinite Honeſty ! 
Good Lady leave, you muſt have no ſhare here, 
Take home your Sorrows: Here's enough to ſtore me, 
Brave glorious Griefs ! Was ever ſuch a Brother? 
Turn all the Stories over in the World yet, 

And ſearch through all the Memories of Mankind, 
And find me ſuch a Friend. H'as out-done all, 
Outſtript 'em ſheerly, all, all, thou haſt Polydor, 
To die for me; why, as I hope for Happinels, 
"T was one of the rareſt Thought on Things . 
The braveſt, and carried beyond Compaſs of our Actions, 
I wonder how he hit it, a young Man too, 
In all the bloſſoms of his Youth and Beauty, 
In all the fulneſs of his Veins and Wies 
W oo'd by that Paradiſe, that wou'd catch Heav'nz 
It ſtarts me extreamly, thou bleſt Aſhes,  __ + 
Thou faithful Monument, where Love and Friendſhip 
Shall, while the World is, work new Miracles. 
Cai. Ol let me ſpeak to Wok 

Mem. No, not yet- Thou Man, 1 7 
(For we are but Mans Shadows, ) only Man, 

I have not Words to utter him; ſpeak Lady, 

I'll think a while. Wn de 

Cal. The Goddeſs grants me this yet, 
T ſhall enjoy the Dead: No Tomb ſhall hold thee _ 
But theſe two Arms, no Trickments but my Tears 

Over they Hearſe, my Sorrows like ſad Arms 
Shall hang for ever: On the tuffeſt Marble 

Mine Eyes ſhall-weep thee out an Epitap 


* 
: 


Love at thy Feet ſhall knee], his ſmart Bow broken; 


Faith at thy Head, Youth and the Graces Mourners. 


] 
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O ſweet young Man! 
King. Now | begin to melt too. 
Mem. Have ye enough yet, Lady? room fora Gameſter. 
To my fond Love, and all thoſe idle Fancies 
A long Farewel; thou diedſt for me, dear Polydor, 
To give me Peace, thou haſt eternal Glory, 
I ſtay and talk here; I will kiſs thee firſt, 
And now I ll follow thee. | [Polydore riſes. 
Fol. Hold, for Heav'ns ſake! Mem. Ha! 
Does he live? | bends : 
Doſt thou deceive me? Pol. Thus far, 
Yet for your Good and Honour. 
King. Now dear Siſter. 
Cal. The Oracle is ended, noble Sir, 
Diſpoſe me now as you pleaſe. 
By. You are mine then?! 
Cal. With all the Joys that may be. 
Pol. Your-conſent, Sir? King. Ye have it freely, 
Pol. Walk along with me then, | 
And as you love me, love my will. Cal. I will fo. 
Pol. Here, worthy Brother, take this virtuous Princeſs, 
Ye have deſerv'd nobly, ſhe will love ye, 
And when my Life ſhall bring ye Peace, as ſhe does, 
Command it ye ſhall have it. Mem. Sir, I thank ye. 
Aung. I never found ſich Goodneſs in ſuch Years. | 
Mew. Thou ſhalt not over-do me, though I die for't, 
O how I love thy Goodneſs, my belt Brother, | 
You have giv'n me here a Treaſure to enrich me, 
Wou'd make the worthieſt King alive a Beggar, 
What may I give you back again? 
Pol. Your Love, Sir | 
Mem. And you ſhall have it, ev'n my deareſt Love, 
My firſt, my nobleſt Love, take her again, Sir, 
She is yours, your Honeſty has over-run me, 
She loves ye, loſe her not. Excellent Princeſs, 
Injoy thy Wiſh, and now get Generals. 
Pol. As ye love Heav'n, love him, ſhe is only yours, Sir. 
Mem. As ye love Heav'n, love him, ſheis only yours, Sir 
My Lord, the King. Pol. He will undo himſelf, Sir, 
And muſt without her periſh ; who thall fight then? 
$ | IO 13th N Gg + TEE W he 
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W ho ſhall protect Jour: Kingdom? Pls 40 
Mem. Give me Hearing, i, Ie 
And after that, Belief; were the my Soul 
(As ] do love her e qual) all my Victories, 
And all the living Names I have gain'd by War, 
And loving him that good, that virtuous good Man, 
That only worthy of the Name of Brotheerr.'ſ 
1 wou'd reſign all freely, tis all Lo set 
To me, all Marriage Rites, the joy of Iſſues = 
To know him Fruitful, that has been ſo Faithful. (Siſter. 
King. This is the nobleſt difference; take your choice, 
cal | ſee they are ſo brave, and noble bot, 
1 know not which to look on. Pol. Chuſe diſcreetly, 
And Virtue guide ye, there all the World, in one M 


Stands at the mark. Mem. There chro Man's Honeſty, 
The Sweetnels of all Youth- Cal. 0 Gods! 14 
Mem. My Armour, EY 
By all the Gods ſhe's yours; my Arme, l 5 
And I beſeech your Grace, give me . 
That ſhall be now my Miſtreſs, there my Cale, 
King. Ve ſhall have any thing. 


Mem. Virtuous Lady, 2329 
Remember me, your Servant now; Young Man, 
You cannot over- reach me in your Goodneſs; 


O Love! How ſweet thou look'{tnow ? And how gentlet : 
I ſhou'd have ſlubber'd thee, and ſtain'd Wy e tb 
Your Hand, your Hand, Sir? ans 


King. Tale her, and Heay' n bleſs her. 
Mem. So. 


Pol. Tis your Will, Bins nothing 0 ebe, 
And as your Royal Gift, I take this Ble 


Cal. And from Heav'n this Gentleman. > Fhanks God- 


Mem. So ye are pleas d now, Lady? _— 
Cal. Now or never. 


Mem. My cold ſtiff Carcaſs wou ou'd have frozen ye, 
Mars, Wars. . "OP 


Ling. Ye ſhall have Wars. 
Mem. My next brave Battel 
I Dedicate to your bright Honour, Siſter, 


. 
—4 p 5 
4 * 
* 5 p _ 
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Give me a Favour, that the World way know 
1 am your Soldier. | 

Cal. This, and all fair Fortunes Se (ly. 
Mem. And he that bears this from me, muſt ſtrike bold- 
[ Cleanthe Cneeling. 
cal. I do forgive thee: Be honeſt; no more, Wench. 
King. Come now to Revels; this bleſt Day ſhall prove 
T he N Crown of noble Faith and Love. 
| [ Exeunt, 


EPILOGU E 


HE Hes the Doubt nom; let our Plays be good, 
Our own Care ſailing equal 7 in this Flood, 
Our Preparations new, new our Attire, © 

Tet here we are becalm'd ſtill, ſtill i "hy Mire, 
Here we ſtick faſt; Is there no way to clear 
This Paſſage of your Judgment, and our Fear, 
No mitigation of that Law? Brave Friends, 
Conſider we are yours, made for your ends, 

And every thing preſerves it ſelf, each Will 
If not perverſe, and crooked, utter ſtill 

| The beſt of that it ventures in: Have care 
Ev'n for your Pleaſures ſake, of what we are, 
And do uot ruin all; you may frown ſtill, 
But "tis 2 n my 70 check the Will. 


«4 A o 

$$ „ 

g 7 * 
* 
1 


* 822 F 
; RIF Ee, 
1 —̃ — ae wh 


—— - 27 ſrt ada 25D: — - 9 e I. ' =. 5 = * n 83 33 We nets — £ -- 4 
2 n n 2 — * N * n af 4+ . . 8 3 « = ah "0 2 — "004 5 2 2 * * % — * 2 . ö — * 8 2 7 PEE "= 3 3 
PPP ret 4 — -— apereet, pet, — g 3 << — A = . = —_— — 2 - — n 2 we” . ws * —_— . 
i Ea wn re terre Es — AA ] w ͤ⅛ũͤB.æ ²· A . EN TIN. r Sa © . ² A — ne... pen a 
Y 2 oO 2 b = 2 * 2 Ft — 2 8 — = - of 2 A. "<1 I 8 > — _ * A 2222 r — . — r 7.2 ms r e PP ˙ TITS - SR 2 3 - _ 
N > Bs N yp > wn 8 


ets. oe. , , al... a. OS 


Pe: 2 

e f * — 

e r "i 
. er nit 


* 
7 2 — 
* ar — — 
— » . 
— 7 5 3 ws 
3 9 wee? E Sr 


P 


OOO = 
OOO 


AAA \\ 


EI NT eee N 


ay DL WAY. NO) 


—— ̃ 


WAA 
e WW AN. 


VA AAAAAAAANAG_F 
N dos \ 
U 


—— 


Ne WA VSXN Wo, 
n X. WANG N. \ we *. INV. V. 


5 . * 
e . 2 9 „5 


TUOLA HH TH HIDE: oy sets, . 1 | j 
hope | War M- 1 4 D 

1 e lj NT 3 „ — ou F 

Mn 6 0 wr * 1 — 

. Ae a WR ON A a 


100 TIT t — 1000 Ae | 
1 W K LEH LE ETD N 
- 16 I 


— 
— —þ - = | 701 


1 45 —.— 
: * t . 1 — ä UM 


| 
| 


N an ay + — — Kill 


g FOR] 
l - - N ' y 
N 1 * 
i 
\ \ " rn — < 
\ 5 Sn, - A 7 8 2 
v . — 1. * 2 5 ; 
— = N 3 — * 
\ * 5 8 " g > 
\ by <0» \ 4 k ' 2 
— \ * 0 9 1 i 
\ i 8 —— 22 { bs ' 
— - \\V ( l X r . ret | Aud =- 'P 
\ \ 1 ry ** * i — : 
o ? Q 0 =3, Z 
- __ = 8 bl 
ol vs o - d _ 1 - * 
bw 1 l 2 o l Fr i y b 
A n n i 2 ==» 7 1 q oo 0 1 LT & 
my 111 } 10:10; 1. 
5 i i : 6 * 11. ATP ö 
i nd - o 1 
: " ! 4” © WY 79 "4 8 = 
ro . ii * ha l N - * v 0 
o N EEE N 1 E 1 = 
q 4 _ 4 +45". 1 f W K 
TR 1 2 - Ly 4 1 
. < . TY = cr wo te SI 1 l 8 
oh : he bt by a = $, \ - - > - „ T0 = x 
- — N a o 8 g 0 1 
— 5 * U o vl — + —— *. - 7 oY 8 ===, » 
- , . \ Or = F 
: b 11 9 N 
\ U Ky l . N 1 nt - — * (1 i * 
, ul \ o x p , __ 
=—_ — | \ —_— | | 
— — N 1115 f # ! 4 8 8 2 8 & | 5 ; q | 
By . * 1 : ALAN? z* * « . bo 4 — a Thy > - 70 * x 2 
i m | l n 11411 4 * tis 8 BY £ " \ LITE N D 9 1 3 5 
"Tt ' , : . are _ in! bo a 4 x | | 8&4 k — 
[ — f . . 4 4 =Y g R \ 8 JV — | 
! \ ali * 0 \ 
| "= 7 1 1 8 1. 9 = = \ ; i 8 == . 
. ( th Tu "” Sets FF =_ lle 1 , . N 3 
' 4 - © . 4 23 r * =; No % 
! g s : . IE TIN l E | = : 
} lb . * © o by = o 40s a — 1 
(f \ * WY . * oy n * N 55 8 8 by - Ky +7 
FY : | 4 . . TELE ET TESSD s Dos \ , EET 2 & 
5 S OTOS n 5 : | yy | — N = 
= " n —— LENS) — 3 —_ l — — 
. * ö — 8 i 0 
' 141 8 . = —s LO O00 9 . 6 
„HN ö . — — — = 
. * N N ro - = —— va „ . ve * 
- | i q _ = : - ( 
by 8 * 3 = \ _— - —— i 1 * w 
1094 d yt! . % 7 i 7 4 - 4 wo \ 4 9 
i } l N N II = > 4 4 
i of * b 1 J {01141 Fe - - 3 "NE x [4 | « : 
dA . (] N > * 1 Ti 3 f 4 
t 14 VW > \ — 117 8 1 / : 43 note q I N ? 
f * \% 7 oY . q a> =_ o . be 
{ RJ = 7110 : 12 - SINE * 9 8 8 o& 2 \ | : 1 
oy . * RV | _ f ro . NE = RES | = | 
\ ' Sos N . «vg! 5 5 it 4! - : rl b * > F 
— Y o 2 bn [ \ 111 a rr —_ l 3 . 9 K > 1 l 
i li | RE . - J 8 — 1nd j 7 8 f ©. o . of = FAS f l F 
\ 4 r \ . \ « oy = wa 6 IF) b a . 
- 1 _ 2 by = 7 
ö if 10 1, Oh - k 4 J N | 4 4 „ 8 8 | N 
l | by \ . : i { 9 
ney! Ih — 5 1 , 
. - 3 * — * p 
£ 7 Ul \ int > * i = 4 N / ' 7 ' . 2 
- thelt j 4 721 N = ie Sw) ok - , } * 
= =_ : af} WC - — 5 n — — 1 ; , 
ha ” > o T «fit. \ . >a vm = 
« bo [ - | | 
d 8 * o N ON i - j 
* 4 1 1 8 6 . | . 
f — * — — 8 ' L o Ms 1 — 2 . 
4 | i 2 _ . 1 | * ' - I > - 
_ o — - — - l 
. = 0 ö £ . 1 
| — . 114 J 1 v0) } \. N A - — 
© * 14 / * IN 3 23 R { 28 : — 
1 * * — n _ 
1 ID Fl — = 4 =——_ beg 2212225 1 - . = 
= — . Is . 5 22 22% 444444 N 8 - 
' — l 8 7 — 
ö 8 8 - o HM ka * + $+ — q | 
- — o 292 — — 
— _ 1 = 2 . Y — = * 
= 4 N 
2 * — D 2 
4 A 7 4 l N 4 
— 8 * 3 
b - N _ » 
= > 3 N 2 
— 9 CL N 
3 0 E \ 
= - 8 : Y 
o 0 oy - 
o 


II T0 
* 


_ . b 
. 


+ —_— — 


= = 
a | -4 
. 4 * 
112 nur — EEE ESSSS — 


i \ Va af | : T Hl | 4 0 a0. 

58 j 1 h . | MES it | 1 . _ 
iti 1 220 | 

— 


getrfiitirtifece or - 


U 
8 

77 
a. / 


Le 


E 


Fl lebe. 
| 


Ul 


ago age 


2 mi auen, I ET, 8 , 

Vi 1 FO Will 44 16660 Ul i 

A my 7 ,, , te; 77 r 1 

„0%%% CH Wa 76 1 „ 1 1 hes = 8 Je eee | 
1 770 7 425 YH HY HH TITER i M . _— —— 1 J 


All. 4 


' 
N | j 
I 
= [ 
mi in 
ALLA &= 


— . vl, 


— . - : 

ba 5 . 4 * 

— — — enn, S R <Ad Mow or + a 4 ok . 9 
* — ? „ 


. 8 


, N 1 
r „» . adn Re. 1 * 8 L * * Doo 
WS od 4 8 7 FY th Fry 3 8 e nn 3 ä 5 * "oe * 1 L da "IE 3 38 8 TOO * 5 228 8 - 
ow — — — 93 * 38 * 8 n n Sy SR > * 
RT * — * 


— 


E __ 


2 
* 


* 
OY 


I 
* 


JE 
dy 


— 
4 
i 
„ 


Sub 


'F: 


THF 
Com 


Trag 


8 


oyal 


— 


\ 
X 3 Þ 
4 
t 
, 


W 
N Y 


Q 
DV) 
ol ii * 


— 
— — — 2 — N yo 
— — — * — p 7 
————  — ͤ KKK 
"= I 11 —_ 1 2 * 
2 1 a _ 


— ae es Exc EAI — ] tp oo 


* 
— 


IJ. 


8 


ted in the Lear 1711 


— 
— 
— 
— 
- 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
—— 
— 
doe 
-— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
8 
2 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
S 
— 
— 


Prin 


- 


2 


wat 


4 *. 
* 1 * 
12 "4 CES x 
* 
——— — 
A 
Y 1 
* 
* 
* 
. 
4 * 
% 
» 
< - 
. 
” 
2 
* 
= 


— — 


— r 
—H — 
— 
PR —_ * r 
— 


PROLOGUE E. 

E need not, noble Gentlemen, to invite 
Attention, pre-inſtruct you who did write 

This worth Lory, being confident 

The Mirth join'd with grave Matter, and Intent 

To yield the Hearers Profit, with Delight, 

Will ſpeak the Maker : And to do him right, 

Wou'd ask a Genius like to his; the Age 

Mourning his Loſs, and our now widowed Stage 

In vain lamenting. I coud add, ſo far 

Behind him the moſt modern Writers are, 

That when they wou d commend him, their beſt Praiſe 

Ruins the Buildings which they ſtrive to raiſe 

To his beſt Memory. So much a Friend 

Pre ſumes to write, ſecure twill not offend 

The living that are modeſt, with the reſt 

That may repine he cares not to conteſt. 

This Debt to Fletcher paid; it is profeſs'd 

By us the Actors, we will do our beſt 

To ſend ſuch favouring Friends, as hither come 

To grace the Scene, pleas'd, and contented home. 
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| Dramatis Perſons. i: 


IF 
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M E N. 


\ Reat Duke of Moſcovia. 
Archas, the Loyal Subject, General of ths 
| Moſcovites. 
Theodore, Son to Archas; valorous, but impatient. 


Putskie alias Briskie, 4 Captain, Brother to Archas. 
Alinda alias Archas, Son to Archas. 


Burris, an honeſt Lord, the Duke's Favourite. 


Boroskie, à malicious ſeducing Councellgr to the 
Dake. 


Enſign to Archas, a flout merry Soldier. 
Soldiers. 


Gentlemen. 
Guard. 
Servants. 


WOMEN. 


Olympia Siſter to the Dake. 
Honora, I Daughters of Archos; 


| Viola, 
2 Servants to Olympia. | 
Rua ; Court Lady. 
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ACT I SCENE I 
Enter Theodore, and Putskie. 


THEO D ORE. 
Aptain, your Friend's prefcr'd, the Princeſs 
has her, 
Who, Iaſſure my ſelf, will uſe her nobly; 
A pretty ſweet one tis indeed. 
Put. Well bred, Sir, 
I do deliver that upon my Credit, 


And of an honeſt Stock. 


The. It ſeems ſo, Captain, 
And no doubt will do well. 
Put. Thanks to your Care, Sir; 
But tell me, noble Colonel, why this Habir 
Of diſcontent is put on through the Army? 
And why your valiant Father, our great General, 
The Hand that taught to ſtrike, the Love that led all; 
Why he, that was the Father of the War, 
He that begot, and bred the Soldier, 
Why he fits ſhaking of his Arms, like Autumn, 
His Colours folded, and his Drums cas'd up, 
The Tongue of War for ever ty'd within us? 
The. It muſt be ſo : Captain you are a Stranger, 
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Yet that time ſhews ye a right good and great one, 
Elſe I cou'd tell ye Bur are ſtrangely alter d: 
The young Duke has too many Eyes upon him, 

Too many Fears tis thought too, and to nouriſh thoſe,. 
Maintains too many Inſtruments, 

Put. Turn their Hearts, 

Or turntheir Heels up, Heav'n: "Tisftrange i it ſhouldbe: 
The old Duke lord him dearly. = 

The. He deſerv'd it 3 
And were he not my Father, 1 durſt tell ye 
The mcmorable Hazards he has run through 
Deſerv'd of this Man too; highly deſerv'd too; 

Had they been leſs, thy had been ſafe, Putekiie, 
And ſooner reach'd Regard. | 

Put. There you ſtruck ſure, Sir. 

The. Did I never tell thee of a Vow he made, 
Some Years before the old Duke dy'd? 

Put. I have heard ye 
Speak often of that Vow; but how it was, 

Or to what end, I never underſtood yet. 

The, Vil tell thee then: And then thou'it find the Rea- 
Tbe laſt great Muſter, (twas before ye ſerv'd here, (ſon. 
Before the laſt Duke's death, whoſe honour'd Bones 
Now reſt in Peace) this young Prince had the ordering, 
(To Crown his Father's Hopes) of all the Army: 

Who, to be ſhort, put all bis Pow'r in Practice; 
Faſhion'd, and drew 'em up: But alas, ſo poorly, 
So raggedly and looſely, ſo unſoldier'd, 

The good Dukebluſh'd, and call'd unto my Father, 
Who then was General: Go, Archas, ſpeedily, 
And chide the Boy, before the Soldiers find him, 
Stand thou berween his Tgnorance and them, | 
Faſhion their Bodies new ro thy Direction; 

Then draw thou up, and ſhew the Prince his Errors. 
My 8 re obey'd, and did ſo; with all Duty | 
Inform'd the Prince, and read him all Directions: 
This bred Diſtaſte, Diſtaſte grew up to Anger, 
And Anger into wild Worts broke out thus. 
Well, Archas, if I live but to Command bert, 
Tor be but Duke once, I ſhall then remember. 
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1 ſhall remember truly, truſt me, I ſhall, 
And by my Father's Hand the reſt his Eyes ſpoke. 
To which my Father anſwer'd (ſomewhat moy'd too) 
And with a Vow he ſeal'd it: Royal Sir, 1 
Since for my Faith and Fights, your Scorn and Anger 
Only purſue me; if 1 live to that Day, 
That Day ſo long expected to Reward me, 
By his ſo ever noble Hand you ſwore by, 
And by the Hand of Juſtice, never Arms more 
Shall rib this Body in, nor Sword hang here, Sir. 
The Conflicts I will do you ſervice then in; 
Shall be repentant Prayers. So they parted. 
The time is come; and now ye know the Wonder. 
Put. ] find a Fear too, which begins to tell me; 
The Duke will have but poor and ſlight Defences; 
If his hot Humour reign, and not his Honour : 
How ſtand you with him, Sir? 
The. A perdue Captain, 
Full of my Father's Danger. 
Put. He has r. is d a young Mann, 
They ſay a ſlight young Man, I know him not, 
%%% 8 
The. Believe it, a brave Gentleman, : 
Worth the Dukeꝰs Reſpect, a clear ſweet Gentlematr); 
And of a noble Soul: Come let's retire us, 
And wait upon my Father, who within this hour 
You will find an alter'd Man. 1 
Put. J am ſorry for't, Sir. | [Exennt: 


T-EE'N E II. 
Enter Olympia; and two Sent lewomen. 


Oyym. Ist not a handſome Wench? 
2 Wom. She is well enough, Madam: 


have ſeen a better Face, and a ſtraighter Body 3 


* 
» 


And yet ſhe is a pretty Oentlewoman. 
Ohm. What think ä 3] OR ES 
Per. Alas, Madam, I have no skill, ſhe has a black Eye; 
W hich is of the leaſt too, and the dulleſt Water: 

And when her Mouth was made, for certain, Madam, 
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949 _ The Loyal Subject. 
Nature intended her a right good Stomach. 
Ohm. She has a good Hand. 
2 Wom. Tis good enough to hold faſt, 
And ſtrong enough to ſtrangle the Neck of a Lute. 
Olym. What think ye of her Colour? 
Pet. If it be her own 
"Tis good black Blood: Right Weather- proof 


I warrant it. VE 
2 Wim, What a ſtrange Pace ſhe has got? 
Ohm. That's but her Breeding. 


Pet. And what a manly Body? methinks ſhe looks 
As though ſhe wou'd pitch the Bar, or go to Buffets. 
2 Wom Vet her Behaviour's utterly againſt it, 
For methinks ſhe is too baſhful. 
Ohm. Is that hu-tful? N 
2 Wom. Ev'n equal to too bold: Either of' em, Madam, 
May do her Injury when time ſhall ſerve her. 
Ohm. You diſcourſe learnedly ; call in the Wench. 
1 . _ | Exit Gent. 
What envious Foo's are you ? Is the Rule general, 
That Women can ſpeak handſomly of none, 
But thoſe they are bred withal? 
Pet. Scarce we!l of thoſe, Madam, "op 
If they believe they may out-ſhine em any way: 
Our Natures are like Oyl, compound ns with any thing, 
Yer ſtil] we ſtrive to ſa im o' th' top: | 
Suppoſe there were here now, 
Now in this Court:of 1Mrſco, a Stranger Princeſs, 
Of Blood and Beauty equal to your Excellence, 
As many Eyes and Services {tuck on her; 
What wou'd you think? | 
Ohm. | wou'd think ſhe might deſcrve it, 
Pet. Your Grace ſhall give me leave not to believe ye; 
T know you are a Woman, and ſo humour'd: 5 
I'll tell ye, Madam, I cou'd then get more Gownson ye, 
More Caps and Feathers, more Scarfs, and more Silk- ſtock- 
With rocking you afleep with nightly Railings (ings 
Upon that Woman, than if I had nine Lives 
I cou'd wear ovt. By this Hand ye would ſcratch ker 
Olym. Thou art deceiv'd, Fool; (Eyes our. 
Now let your own Eye mock ye. Ener 
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| Enter Gentlewoman, and Alinda. | 
Come hither Girl: Hang me and ſhe be not a handſom one. 
Pet. I fear it will prove indeed fo. | | 
Ohm. Did you ever ſerve yet 4 
In any Place of Worth ? 
Alin. No, Royal Lady. 
Pet. Hold up your Head; fic. 
Ohm. Let her alone, ſtand from her. 
Alin. It ſhall be now, 7 
Of all the Bleſſings my poor Youth has pray'd for 
The greateſt and the happieſt to ſerve you; y 
And might my Promiſe carry but that Credit 
To be beliey'd, becauſe I am yet a Stranger, 
Excellent Lady, when I fall from Duty, 
From all the Service that my Life can lend me, 
May everlaſting Miſery then find me. 
Ohm. What think ye now? Ido believe, and thank ye; 
And ſure I ſhall not be ſo far forgetful, 
To ſee that honeſt Faith die unrewarded: 
What mult I call your Name? 
Alin. Alinda, Madam. 
Ohm. Can ye ſing? 
Alin. A little, when my Grief will give me leave, Lady. 
Ohm. What Grief canſt thou have, Wench ? 
Thou art not in Love ? 
Alin. If I be Madam, tis only with your Goodneſs; 
For yet I never ſaw that Man I ſighed for. | 
Ohm. Of what Years are you? 
Alin, My Mother oft has told me, x 
That very Day and Hour this Land was bleſt 
With your moſt happy Birth, I firſt ſaluted 
This World's fair Light. Nature was then ſo buſie, 
And all the Graces to adorn your Goodneſs, 
] ſtole into the World poor and neglected. Se. 
Ohm. Something there was, when I firſt look'd upon 
Made me both like and love thee: now I know it; (thee, 
And you ſhall find that knowledge ſhall not hurt you: 
I hope ye are a Maid? 
- Alin. I hope fo too, Madam; 
Iam ſure for any Man. And were I otherwiſe, 5 
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Ok all the Services my Hopes could point at, 
I durſt not touch at yours. | | | 
louriſh. Enter Duke, Burris, and Gentlemen. 
Per. The great Duke, Madam. 
Duke. Good Morrow, Sitter. | 
Olym. A good Day to your Highneſs. 
Duke. J am come to pray you uſe no more Perſuaſions 
For this old ſtubborn Man: Nay to command ye: 
| His Sail is ſwe1lI'd too full: He is grown too Inſolent, 
Too ſelf-affefted, proud: Thoſe poor flight Services 
He has done my Father, and my ſelf, have blown him 
To ſuch a Pitch, he flyes to ſtoop our Favours. 
Olym. I am forry, Sir: I ever thought thoſe Services 
Both Great and Noble. TY: 
Bur. However, may it pleaſe ye 
But to conſider m a true hearts Servants, 
Done out of Faith to you, and not ſelf-fame. 
Do but conſider, Royal Sir, the Dangers, 
When you have ſlept ſecure, the Mid-night Tempeſts, 
Thar, as he marcht, ſung through his aged Locks; 
When you have fed at full, the Wants and: Famines ; 
The Fires of Heav'n, when you have found all temperate, 
Death with his thouſand Doors 
Duke. I. have conſider'd; 
No more: And that I will have, ſhalt be. 
n Fo the beſt, ' © 
J hope all ſtill. | et 
Dufte. What handſom Wench is that there? 
Ohm. My Servant, Sir. 
Duke. Prethee obſerve her Burris, 
Is ſhe not wondrous handſom ? ſpeak thy Freedom. 
Bur, She appears no leſs to me, Sir. 
Duke. Of whence is ſhe? 
Ohm. Her Father I am told is a good Gentleman, 
But far off dwelling: Her deſire to ſerve me (her, 
Brought her to th* Court, and here her Friends have left 
Duke, She may find better Friends: 
Ve are welcome, fair one, 


I have not ſeen a Sweeter : By your Lady's leave: | 
Nay ſtand up, Sweet; we'll have no Superſtition : You 
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You have got a Servant; you may uſe him kindly, | 


And he may honour ye: Exe. Duke, and Burris. 
Good Morrow, Siſter. (bluſhes ? 


Olym. Good Morrow to yu Grace. How the Wench 


How like an Angel now the looks? 

1 Worm. At firſt Jump. | 

Jump into the Duke's Arms? We muſt look to you, 

Indeed we mutt, the next Jump we are Journeymen. 
Pet. I ſee the Ruin of our Hopes already; 

Wou' d ſhe were at home again, milking her een 
1 Nom. ! fear ſhe'll milk all the great Courtiers firſt. 
Olym. This has not made ye proud? * 

Alin. No certain, Madam. ON 
Olym. It was the Duke that kiſt ye. 
Alin. Twas your Brother, | bl 

And therefore nothing can be meant but Honour. 
Ohm. But ſay he love ye? va 

Alin. That he may with ſafety : | 
A Prince's Love extends to all his Subjects. 


Olym. But ſay in more particular? . 


Aliu. Pray fear not: | 118 


— : . 


For Virtues ſake deliver me from Doubts, Lady. 
"Tis not the name of King, nor all his Promiſes, 
His Glories, and his Greatneſs, ſtuck about me, 
Can make me prove a Traitor to your Service. 
You are my Miſtreſs, and my noble Maſter, 
Vour Virtues my Ambition, and your Favour 
The end of all my Love, and all my Fortune : 
And when I fail in that Faith- 
Ohm. believe thee, 


Come wipe your Eyes ; I do: Take you Example 


Pet, I wou'd her Eyes were out. | 
1 Wor. If the Wind ſtand in this Door, TO 
We ſhall have but cold Cuſtom : Some trick or other, 
And ſpeedily. „ . 
Pet. Let me alone to think on't. 
Olym, Come, be you near me ſtill. 


Alin. With all my Duty. [ [Excrint; 
Hh 3 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Archas, Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, and Soldiers) 
carrying his Armour piece-meal , his Colours wound up, 
and his Drums in 22 | : 


The. This is the heavieſt March we e' er trod, Captain. 

Put. This was rot wont to be: Theſe honour'd Pieces 
The fiery God of War himſelf would ſmile at, 

Buckl'd upon that Body, were not wont thus, 
Like Relicks to be offer'd to long Ruſt, 
And heavy-ey'd Oblivion brood upon 'em. 

Arch. There ſet em down: And glorious War farewel ; 
Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts, 
Begot in Blood, and nurs'd with Kingdoms Ruins ; 

Thou golden Danger, courted by thy Followers 
Through Fires and Famines, for one Title from thee—— 
Prodigal Mankind {pending all his Fortunes; | 

A long farewell give thee. Noble Arms, 

You Ribs for mighty Minds, you Iron Houſes, 
Made to defie the Thunder-claps of Fortune, 

Ruſt and confuming Time muſt now dwell-with ye: 
And thou good Sword that knew*®ſtthe way to Conqueſt, 
Upon whoſe fatal edge Deſpair and Death dwelt, 


That when Iſhookthee thus, fore · ſhew'd Deſtruction, 


Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument. 
Fare wel my Eagles when thou flew'ſt, whole Armies 
Have ſtoopt below thee: At Paſſage I have ſeen thee, 
Ruffle the Tartars, as they fled t' y Fury; 
And bang 'em up together, as a Taſſel, 
Upon the ſtretch, a Flock of fearful Pizeons. 
yet remember when the Yolgacurl'd, 
The aged Volga, when he heav'd his Head up, 
And rais'd his Waters high, to ſee the Ruins, 
Ihe Ruins our Swords made, the bloody Ruin“, 
Then flew this Bird of Honour bravely, Gentlemen. 
Zut theſe muſt be forgotten: So muſt theſe too, 
And all that tend to Arms, by me for ever. 
Take'em you holy Men; my Vow take with em, 
Never to wear em more: Trophics 1 give 'em, 5 
| n 
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And ſacred R'tes. of War to adorn the Temple: 
There let 'em hang, to tell the World their Maſter 
Is now Devotion's Soldier, fit for Pray'r. | 
Why do ye hang your Heads? Why look youſad,Friendes ? 
I am not dying yet. | 

The. Ye are indeed to us, Sir. 

Put. Dead to our Fortunes, General. 

Arch. You'll find a better, 
A greater and a ſtronger Man to lead ye, 
And to a ſtronger Fortune. I am old, Friends, 
Timeand the Wars together make me ſtoop, Gentlemen, 
Stoop to my Grave: My Mind unfurniſh'd too, 
Empty and weak as | am: My poor Body, 
Able for nothing now but Contemplation, 
Andthat will be a task too to a Soldier : IO 
Vet had they but encourag'd me, or thought well 

f what I have done, I think I ſhou'd have ventur'd 
For one knock more, I ſhou'd h.ve made a ſhift yet 
To havebroke one ſtaff more handſomly, and have died 
Like a good Fellow, and an honeſt Soldier, 
Inthe head of ye all, with my Sword in my Hand, 
And ſo have made an end of all with Credit. 

The. Well, there will come an hour, when all theſe 
Theſe ſecure fliyhts (Injuries, 

Arch, Ha! No more of that Sirrah, pO 
Not one word more of that, I charge ye. 

The- I mult ſpeak, Sir. 
And may that Tongue forget to ſound your Service, 
That's umd to your Abuſes. 

Arch. Underſtand, Fool, 
That voluntary I fit down. 

.Tbe. You are farc'd, Sir, 
Forc'd for your Safety: I too well remember 
The Time and Cauſe, and I may live to curſe em: 
You made this Vow, and whoſe Unnobleneſs, 
Indeed forgetfulneſs of good 
Arch. No more, 
As thou art mine, no more. 

The. W hoſe Doubt and Envies—— 
But the Devil will have his due. 
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Put. Good gentle Colonel. 


The. And though Diſgraces, and contempt of Honour 
Reign now, the W heel muſt turn again, | 
Arch. Peace, Sirrah, * 


A 


Your Tongue's too ſaucy: Do you ſtare upon me? 
Down with that Heart, down ſuddenly, down with it, 


Down with that Diſobedience ; z tie that Tongue up: 
The. Tongue? 


Arch. Do not provoke meto forget my Vow, Sirrah, 
And draw that fatal Sword again in anger 


Pur. For 'Heav'ns ſake, Colonel. 
Arch. Do not let me doubt 


W hoſe Son thou art, becauſe thou canſt not ſuffer ; q 
Do not play with mine Anger; if thou doſt, 
By all the Loyalty my Heart holds- 
The. 1 have done, Sir, 
Pray pardon me. | 
Arch. I pray be worthy of it: ; 


Bejhrew your Heart, you have vext me: 
The. Lam ſorry, Sir. 


Arch. Go to, no more of this: Be true and honeſt, 
I know ye are Man enough, mould it to juſt Ends, 
And let not my Diſgraces, then I am miſerable, 
When 1 have nothing left me but thy Angers. . 
Flouriſh. Enter Duke, Burris, Boroskie, Attend. and Gent. 
Put. And't pleaſe Ye, Sir, the Duke. 

Duke. Now, what's all this? 

The meaning of this ceremonious Emblem? 
Arch. Your Grace ſhou d firſt remember 

Bor. There's his Nature. 

Duke. ] do, and ſhall remember ſtill that Injury, 
That at the Muſter, where it eng your Greatneſs 
To laugh at my poor Soldierſhip, to ſcorn it; ; 

And more to make me ſeem ridiculous, 
Took from my Hands my Charge. 

Bur. O think not ſo, Sir. | 

Duke. And in my Father's ſight. 

Arch. Heav'n be my Witneſs, 

did no more, (and that with Modeſty, 


With Loveand F aith to y on, than was. my Warranty, x 
| nd 
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And from your Father ſeal'd, nor durſt that Rudencſs, 
And Impudence of ſcorn fall from my haviour; 
Jever yet knew Duty. 
Duke. We ſhall teach ye; | 
I well remember too, upon ſome Words I told ye, 
Then at that time, ſome angry Words ye anſwer'd; 
If everT were Duke, you were no Soldier. 
You have kept your word, and ſo it ſhall be to you, 
From th I diſmiſs, you; take your eaſe, Sr. 
Arch. humbly thank your Grace; this waſted Body, 
Beaten and bruis'd with Arms, dry'd up with troubles, 
Is good for nothing elſe but quiet now, Sir, 
And holy Pray'rs; in which, when [ forget 
To thank Heav'n for all your „ 


May that the Deaf, and my Petitions periſh. (Pride in? 


Bor. What a ſmooth humble Cloak he has cas'd his 
And how he has pull'd his Claws in? There's no truſting- 

Bur. Speak for the beſt. 

Bor. Believe Iſhall do ever. 

Dufte. To make ye underſtand, we feel not yet 
Such dearth of Valour, and Experience, 

Such a declining Age of doing Spirits, 

That all ſhou'd-be confin'd within your Excellence, 
And you, or none be honour'd: Take, Boroske, 

The place he has commanded, lead the Soldier; 
Alittle time will bring thee to his Honour. 

Which has been nothing but the World's Opinion, 
The Soldiers Fondneſs, and alittle Fortune, 
Which I believe his Sword had the leaſt ſhare in. 

The. O that I durſt but anſwer now. 

Put. Good Colonel. 

The. My Heart will break elſe. Royal Sir, [know not 
What you eſteem Mens Lives, whoſe hourly Labours, 
And loſs of Blood, Conſumptions in your Service, 
Whoſe Bodies are acquainted with more Miſeries, 
And all to keep you ſafe, than Dogs or Slaves are. 
His Sword the leaſt ſhare gain'd? 

Duke. You will not fight with me? 

The. No Sir, I dare not, 

You are my Prince, but I dare ſpeak to ye, 
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And dare ſpeak Truth, which none of their Ambitions 
That be Informers to you, dare once think of; 
Yer Truth will now but anger ye; I am ſorry for't, 
And ſo II take my leave. wt [ Exit. 
Duke. Ev'n when you pleaſe, Sir. 
Arch. Sirrah, ſee me no more. 
Duke, And ſo may you too: 
You have a Houſe i'th Ne you there, Sir, 
And when you have rul'd your ſelf, teach your Son Man- 
For this time I forgive him, >: +. Oe; 
Arch. Heav'n forgive all; 
And to your Grace a happy and long Rule here. 
And you, Lord General, may your Fights be proſperous. 
In all your Couiſe may Fame and Fortune court you. 
Fight for your Country, and your Prince's Safety; 
Boldly, and bravely face your Enemy, | 
And when you ſtrike, ſtrike with that killing Virtue, 
As if a general Plague had ſeiz d before ye; 
Danger, and Doubt, and Labour caſt behind ye; 
And then come home an old and noble Story. 
Bur. A little Comfort, Sir. e 
Due. As little as may be: 5 
Fare wel, you know your Limit. [ Ex. Duke, &c. 
Bur. Alas, brave Gentleman. | | 
Arch. I do, and will obſerve it ſuddenly. 
My Grave; ay, that's my Limit; 'tis no new thing, 
Nor that can make me ſtart, or tremble at it, 
To buckle with that old grim Soldier now: 
I have ſeen him in his ſowreſt ſhapes, and dreadfull'ſt 
Ay, and I thank my Honeſty, have ſtood him: 
That Audir's caſt; farewel my honeſt Soldiers, 
Give me your Hands; farewel, farewel good Ancient, 
A ſtout Man, and a true, thou art come in Sorrow. 
Bleſſings upon your Swords, may they ne' er fail ye; 
You do but change a Man; your Fortune's conſtant 
That by your ancient Valoursis ty'd faſt ſtill; 
Be valiant ſtill, and good: And when ye fight next, 
When flame and fury make but one Face of Horror, 
When the great reſt of all your Honour's up, - 
When you wou'd think a Spell to ſhake the Enemy, = 
e oY 3 
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Remember me, my Prayers ſhall be with ye: 
So once again fare wel. . 
Put. Let's wait upon ye. 
Arch. No, no, it muſt not be; I have now left me 
A ſingle Fortune to my ſelf, no more, 
Which needs no Train, nor Compliment; good Captain, 
You are an honeſt and a ſober Gentleman, 
And one I think has loy'd me. 
Put. I am ſure on't. | (me. 
Arch. Look to my Boy, he's grown too headſtrong for 
And if they think him fit to carry Arms ſtill, 
His Life is theirs; Ihavea Houſe!th' Country, 
And when your better heurs will give you Liberty, 
See me: You ſhall be welcome. Fortune to ye. Exit. 
Anc. III cry no more, that will do him no good, 
And 'twill but make me dry, and I have no Mony. 
Pll fight no more, and that will do them harm; 
And if I can do that, I care not for Mony. (luck too 
I cou'd have curſt reaſonable well, and I have had the 
- To have 'em fit ſometimes. W hoſoeyer thou art, 
That like a Devil didſt poſſeſs the Duke | 
With theſe malicious Thoughts; mark what I ſay to thee, 
APlagueupon thee, that's but the Preamble. | 
Sol. O take the Pox too. Tg 
Anc. They'll cure one another; 
I muſt have none but kills, and thoſe kill ſtinking. 
Or look ye, let the ſingle Pox poſſeſs them, 
Or Pox uponPox. . . f 
Put. That's but ill i'th' Arms, Sir. 
Anuc. Tis worſe i' th' Legs, I wou'd not with it eiſe: 
And may thoſe grow to Scabs as big as Mole- bills, 
And twice a Day, the Devil with a Curry-Comb 
Scratch em, and ſcrub 'em : I warrant him he has em. 
So]. May he be ever Lowzy. 
Anc. That's aplealure, N 
The Beggar's Lechery; ſometimes the Soldier's: 
May he be ever lazy, flink where he ſtands, 
And Maggots breed in's Brains. | 
% bbs 
May he fall mad in Love with his Gra:nd-: other, wh 
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And kifling her, may her Teeth drop into Wis Mouth, 
And one fall croſs his Throat, then let him gargle. 

; Enter a Poſt, 

Put. Now, what's the matter ? 

Prſt. Where's the Duke, pray Gentlemen? 

Pur. Keep on your way, you cannot miſs. 

Poſt. I thank ye. (Exit. 
Anc. If he be married, may he dream he” sCuckol'd, - 
And when he wakes believe, and ſwear he ſaw it, 
Suc a Divorce, and after find her honeſt: 

Then in a pleaſant Pigſty, with his own Garters, 
Anda fine running knot, ride to the Devil- 

Put. If theſe wou'd do | 

Anc. I'll never truſt my Mind more, 
If all theſe fail. 
1 Hl. What ſhall we do now, Captain? 
For by this honeſt Hand I'll be torn in pieces; 
Unleſs my old General go, or ſome that love him, 
And love us equal too, before I fight more. 
I can make a Shoo yet, and draw it on too, 
If I like the Leg well. 

Anc. Fight? Tis likely! 5 
No; there will be the ſport Boys, when there's need on's. 
They think the other Crown will do, will carry us. 
And the brave golden Coat of Captain Cankro 
 Boroskje. What a noiſe his very Name carries? 
"Tis Gun enough to fright a Nation, 
He needs no Soldiers; if he do, for my part, (too, 
I promile ye he's like to ſeek em; ſo I think you think 
And all the Army; No, honeſt, brave old Archas, 
We cannot ſo ſoon leave thy Memory, 
So ſoon forget thy Goodneſs: He that does, ; 
The ſcandal and « wh ſcum'of Arms be counted. 

Pur. You much rejoice me now you have hit 27 mean- 
I durſt not preſs ye till I found your Spirier⸗ | 0 ing 


Continue thus. 
Anc. I'll go and tell the Duke on't. 
Enter ſecond Poſt. 
Put. No, no, he'll find it ſoon enough, and fear it, 
When once occaſion comes. Another Packet! 2 
: From 
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From whence, Friend, come you? 
2 Poſt. From the Borders, Sir. 
Put. What news, Sir, I beſeech you? 
2 Poſt. Fire and Sword, Gentlemen; 
The Tartar's up, and with a mighty force 
Comes for ward, like a Tempeſt, all before him 
Burning and killing. , 
Anc. Brave Boys, brave News, Boys. 
2 Poft. Either we muſt have preſent help 
Anc. Still braver. 
2 Poſt. Where lies the Duke? 
Sol. He's there. | 
2 Poſt. Save ye, Gentlemen. Exit. 
Anc. We are ſafe enough, I warrant thee. 
Now the time's come. | 5 
Pur. Ay, now tis come indeed, and now ſtand firm, 


And let em burn on merrily. (Boys, 
Anc. This City would make a fine marvelous Bonfire: 


Tis old dry Timber, and ſuch Wood has no Fellow. 
2 ol. Here will be trim piping anon and whining, 
Like ſo many Pigs in a Storm, 
When they Your the news once. 
1 Enter Boroskie, and a Servant. 
Put. Here's one has heard it already; 

Room for the General. 
Bor. Say I am faln exceeding fick o'th* ſudden, 
And am not like to live. | ; 
Pur. If ye go on, Sir, 1 5 

For they will kill ye certainly; they look for ye. 
Auc. I ſee your Lordſhip's bound, take a Suppoſitory, 
_ *Tis, Sir; a poor caſt Flag of yours. The fooliſh Tartars 
They burn and kill, and't like your Honour, kill us, 
Kill with Guns, with Guns my Lord, with Guns, Sir. 
What ſays your Lordſhip to a Chick in ſorrel Sops? 
Put. Go, go thy ways old True- penny; 
Thou haſt but one fault: Thou art ev'n too valiant: (ted. 
Come, t'th Army Gentlemen, and let's make them acquain- 
vol. Away, we are for ye. Exeunt. 
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3 SCENE IV. 


Enter Alinda, and two Gentlewomen. 


Alin. Why, whither runye Fools; will ye leave my 
Per. The Tartar comes, the Tartar comes. (Lady? 
Alin. Why, let him, 8 
I thought you had fear d no Men: Upon my Conſcience 
ou have try'd their Strengths already; ſtay for ſhame. 
Pet. Shift for thy ſelf, Alinda. TEL A 
Alin. Beauty bleſs ye: 3 ng 
Into what Groom's Feather-Bed will you creep now? 
And there miſtake the Enemy; ſweet Youths ye are, 
And of a conſtant Courage; are you afraid of foining ? 
. Enter Olympia. 
Ohm. O my good Wench, what ſhall become of us? 
Tbe Poſts come hourly in, and bring new Danger; 
The Enemy is paſt the Volga, and bears hither 

With all the Blood and CV he carries 

My Brother now will find his Fault. 

Alin. I doubt me, „ 

Some what too late, Madam. But pray fear not, 

All will be well, I hope. Sweet Madam, ſhake not. 
Ohm. How cam'ſt thou by this Spirit? our Sex trembles. 
Alin. I am not unacquainted with theſe Dangers; 

And you ſhall know my Truth; for &er you periſh, 

A hundred Swords ſhall paſs through me: *Tis but dying, 
| And Madam wemuſt do it: The manner's all: 
=_ Vou have a Princely Birth, take Princely Thoughts to 
1 And take my Counſel too; go preſently, you, 

With all the haſte ye have, (I will attend ye) 

With all the poſſible ſpeed, to old Lord Archas, 

He honours ye; with all your Art perſuade him, 

_ (Twill be a diſmal Time elſe) woo him hither, 
| But hither Madam, make him ſee the Danger; 
1 For your new General looks like an Aſs; 
= There's nothing in his Face but Loſs. 
1 Ohm. Vil do it. 1 1 
1 And thank thee, ſweet Alinda: O my Jewel, 5 
25 | ow 


A - 


The Loyal Subjett. 943 


How much I'm bound to love thee! by this Hand, Wegch, N 
If thou wert a Mann 


Alin. 1 wou'd I were to fight for you. 
But haſte, dear Madam. 
"Jn I need no Spurs, Alinda. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Duke, 2 Poſts, Attendants, and Gentlemen. 


Duke. The Lord General fick now ? is this a time 
For Men to creep into their Beds? What's become, Poſt, 

Of my Lieutenant? 

Poſt. Beaten, and *t pleaſe your Grace, 
And all his Forces ſparkled. | 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Duke. That's but cold News. 
How now, what good News? are the Soldiers ready? 
Gen. Yes, Sir, but fight they will not, nor ſtir from that 
They ſtand in now, unleſs they have Lord Archas (Place 
To lead em out; they rail upon this General, 
And ſing Songs of him, ſcurvy Songs, to worſe Tunes: 
And mnch they ſpare not you, Sir: Here they ſwear 
They'll ſtand and ſee the City burnt, and dance about it, 
Une Lord Archas come, before they fight for't 
It muſt be ſo, Sir- 

Duke. 1 cou'd wiſh it ſo too; 
And to that end I have ſent Lord Burris to him; 
But all 1 fear will fail, we muſt die, Gentlemen, 
And one ſtroke we'll have fort. 
Enter Burris. 
What bring' ſt thou, Burris? 

Bur. That Iam Joth to tell; he will not come, Sir; 
I found him at his Prayers, there he tells me, 
The Enemy ſhall take him, fit for Heav'n: 
I urg'd to him all our Dangers, his.own Worths, 
The Country s Ruin; nay I kneel'd and pray d him; 
He ſhook h s Head, let fall a Tear, and pointed 
'Thus with his Finger to the Ground; a Grave 
I think he meant; and this was all be anſwer'd- 
Your Grace was much to blame: 


Wher | 
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Where's the new Generals? | 

Dufte. He is ſick, poor Man. ö | 
Bur. He's a poor Man indeed, Sir * 

Your Grace muſt needs go to the Soldier. 
Duke. They have ſent me Word 
They will not ftir, they rail at me, 

And all the ſpight they have—— — 
W hat Shout is that there? Ih 

Is the Enemy come fo near? 838 

- Enter Archas, Olympia, and Alinda- 
Ohm. I have brought him, Sir, F 
At length I have woo'd him thus far. 

Dake. Happy Sifkers 
O bleſſed Woman! 

Ohm. Uſe him nobly, Brothers 
You never had more need: And, Gentlemen, 
All the beſt Powers ye have to Tongues turn preſently, 
To winning and perſuading Fongues? All my Art, 

Only to bring him Hiher, 1 have #tter'd; 
Let it be yours to Arm him; And, good my Lord, 
Thoogk L exceed the Limit. you alfow'd me, 
Which was the happineſs to bring ye hither, 
And not to urge ye farther; yet, fee your Country, 
Out of your own fweer Spirit now behold it : 

Turn round, and Took upon the Miſeries, 

On every {ide the Fears; O ſee the Dangers; _ 

Me find' em ſooneſt, therefore hear me firſt, Sir. 

Duke. Next hear your Princes © © 

You have faid you lov'd him, Arehas, \ 
And thought your Life too little for his Service,, 
Think not your Vow too great now, now the Time is; 

And now you are brought to tl Teſt, touch right now 

No ſhew the manly pureneſs of thy Mettle; (Soldier, 

Now if thou beeſt that valued Man, that Virtue, 

That great Obedience teaching all, now ſtand it. 

What I have faid forget, my Youth was haſty, | 

And what you ſaid your ſelf forgive, you were angry. 
If Men cou'd: live without their Faults, they were Gods, 
He weeps,and holds his Hands up: To him, Burris.(Archas. 

Bur. You have ſne wd the Prince his Faults; KT 


[bout within. 
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Char ; 
And like a good Yurgeon you have laid 
Thar to *em makes *em ſmart ; he feels it, 
Let *em not feſter now, Sir; your own Honour, 
The Bounty of that Mind, and your Allegiance,  - 


'Gainſt which, I take it, Heav'n gives no Command, Sir, 


Nor ſeals no Vow, can better teach ye now 
What ye have to do, than I, or this neceſſity ; 
Only this little's left; wou'd ye do nobly, 
And in the Eye of Honour truly triumph? 
8 that Mind firſt, and then Men are nothing. 
Alin. Laſt, a poor Virgin kneels; for Loves fake, Ge- 
If 1 ever you have lov'd for her fake, Sir, (ncral, 
For your own Honeſty, which is a Virgin, 
Look up, and pity us, be Bold and Fortunate, 
You are axe a Knight, a good and noble Solder, 
And when your Spurs were giv'n ye, your Sword buckl'd, 
Then were you {worn for Virtue's Cauſe, for Beauty's, 
For Chaſtity to ſtrike; ftrike now, they ſuffer 
Now draw your Sword, or elſe you are Recreant, 
Only a Knight 1th” Heels, 1th' Heart a Coward; 
Your firſt Vow Honour made, your laſt but Anger. (too? 
Arch. How like my virtuous Wife this thing looks, ſpeaks 
So wou'd ſhe chide my Dulneſs. Fair one, I thank ye. 
My gracious, Sir, your Pardon, next your Hand : 
Madam, your Favour, and your Prayers; Gentlemen, 
Your Wiſhes, and your Loves; and pretty ſweet one, 
A favour for your Soldier. 
Olym. Give him this, Wench. 
Alin. Thus do I tye on Victory. 
Arch. My Armour, | 8 
My Horſe, my Sword, my touch Staff, and my Fortune, 
And Olin now I come to ſhake thy Glory. 
DukegGo,Braveand Proſperous, our Loves go with thee. 


Ohm. Full of thy Virtue, and our Pray'rs attend thee. 


Bur. &c. Loden with Victory, and we to honour thee. 
 Alin. Come home the Son of Honour. 
And I'll ferye ye. = [ Excunt. 
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ACTI. SCENE I 
Enter Duke, Burris, and two Gentlemen. 


O News of Archas yet? 

Bur. But now, and't pleaſe ye, 
A Poſt came in, Letters he brought none with him, 
But this deliver'd. He ſaw the Armies join, 

The Game bf Blood begun, and by our General, 
Who never was acquainted but with Conqueſt, 
So bravely fou ht, he ſaw the Tartars ſhaken, 

And there he ſaid he left em. 

Duke. Where's Boroskie ? | 

1 Gent. He's up again, and't pleaſe ye. 

Bur. Sir, methinks | 
This News ſhould make ye lightſome, bring 3 to ye, 
It ſtrikes our Hearts with general Comfort. Exit Duke. 
Gone? What ſhou'd this _ o 9 
He's well? 

2 Gent. We ſee no other. 

1 Gent. Wou' d the reſt were well too, 

That put theſe Starts into him. 
e PI 80 after him. 
2 Gent. Iwill not be fir, Sir: H'as Pine Secretin him 
He would not be diſturb'd in. Know you any thing 
Has croſt him ſince the General went ? 
Bur. Not any: 
If there had been, I am ſure l ſhould * found it: 
Only J have heard him oft complain tor Mony: 
Mony he ſays he wants. 

1 Gent. It may be that then. 2 

Bur. To him that has ſo many ways ro raiſe i 155 

And thoſe ſo honeſt, it cannot be. 
| f Enter Duke, and Boroskie 
1 ee He comes back, 
And Lord Borbsbie with him. 
Bar. There the Game goes, 
J fear ſome new thing hatching. 
Duke, Come hither, Burris. 


Duke. 


: 
E 
2 


| 


So ſee my Siſter, and commend me to her, 
And to my little Miſtreſs give this Token; 
Tell her I'll ſee her ſhortly. | 
Bur, Yes, I ſhall, Sir. [Exe Pur. and Gen}. 
Due. Wait you without. I wou'd yet try him further. 
Bor. *T will not be much amiſs. Has your Gracc heard 
Of what he has done i'th' Field? (yet 
Duke. A Paſt but now 
Came in, who ſaw 'em join, and has deliver'd, 
The Enemy gave Ground before he parted. Te 
Bor. *Tis well. (ing, 
Duke, Come, ſpeak thy Mind Man. *Tis not for fight- 
A Noiſe of War, I keep thee in my Boſom 
Thy Ends are nearer to me; from my Childhood 
Thou brought'ſt me up: And like another Nature, 
Made good all my Neceſſities. Speak boldly. 
Bor. Sir, what I utter, will be thought but Envy, 
Though I intend, high Heav'n knows, but your Honour, 
When vain and empty People ſhall proclaim me 
Good Sir, excuſe me. | 
Duke. Do you fear me for your Enemy? 
Speak on your Duty. PG 95 
Bor. Then I muſt, and dare, Sir. (not, 
When he comes home, take heed the Court receive him 
Take heed he meet not with their Loves and Praiſes, 
That Glaſs will ſhew him ten times greater, Sir, 
(And make him ſtrive to make good that Proportion) 
Than &er his Fortune bred him; he is honourable, 
At leaſt I ſtrive to underſtand him ſo, 3 
And of a Nature, if not this way Poyſon'd, (duc'd, Sir; 
Perfect enough, eaſie, and ſweet, but thoſe are ſoon ſe- 
He's a great Man, and what that Pill may work, 
Prepar'd by general Voices of the People, 
Ts the end of all my Counſel, only this, Sit, 
Let him retire a while, there's more hangs by ir 
Than you know yet : There if he ſtand a while well, 
But till the Soldicr cool, whom, for their Service 
You muſt pay now molt liberally, moſt freely, 
And ſhowr your ſelf into 'em; *tis the Bounty 
They follow with their Loves, and not the Bravery. 
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MY | Euter two Gentlemen. 

Duke. But where's the Mony? how now? 
2 2 Gent. Sir, the Colonel, 
Son to the Lord Archas, with moſt happy News 
Of the Tartars Overthrow, without here | 
Attends your Grace's Pleaſure. 

Bor. Be not ſeen, Sir, LL 
He's a bold Fellow, let me ſtand his Thunders, 
To th' Court he muſt not come: No Bleſſing here, Sir, 
No Face of Favour, if you love your Honour. 

Enter Theodore. | | 

Duke. Do what you think is meeteſt; I'Il retire, Sir. 

ES | Exit. 

Bor. Conduct him in, Sir----welcome, noble Colonel. 

The. That's much from your Lordſhip: Pray. where's 

Bor. We hear you have beat the Tartar, (the Duke? 

The. Is hc buſie, Sir? 

Bor. Have ye taken Olin yet ? | 

The. I wou'd fain ſpeak with him. 

Bor. How many Men have ye loſt? 

The. Do's he lye this ways? 

Bor. IT am ſure you fought it bravely. 

The. I muſt fee him. | c (maiſon? 

Bor. You cannot yer, ye muſt not, what's your Com- 

The. No Gentleman o'th* Chamber here? 

Bor. Why, pray ye, Sir, 

Am not I fit to entertain your buſineſs? 

Ihe. I think you are not, Sir; I am ſure ye ſhall not. 
I bring no Tales, nor Flatteries : In my Tongue, Sir, 

I carry no fork'd Stings. AH: a e 

Bor. You kcep your Bluntneſs. IR 

The. You are deceiv'd : It keeps me: I had felt elſe 
Some of your Plagues c'er this: But, good Sir, trifle not, 
I have buſineſs to the Duke. 193115 

Bor. He's not well, Sir, F 
And cannot now be ſpoke withal. n 

The. Not well, Sir? C 
How. wou'd he ha'been, if we had loſt? Not well, Sir? 
bring him News to make him well: His Enemy 
I hat wou'd haveburnthis City here, and your Houſe too, 


” 4 ” 4 
* 1 8 
bl 2 = - * 


* 
1 


7 * 


The Loyal Subject. 7 

Your brave Gilt-houſe, my Lord, your Honours hangings, 

Where all your Anceſtors, and all their Battels, 

Their Silk and Golden Battels are Decipher'd : 

That wou'd not only have abus'd your Buildings, (teries, 

Your goodly Buildings, Sir, and have drunk dry your But- 

Purloin'd your Lordihip'sPlate,the Duke beſtow'd on you, 

For turning handſomly o'th* Toe, and trim'd yourV irgins, 
Trim'd 'em of a new cut, and't like your Lordſhip, 

*Tis ten to one, your Wife too, and the Curſe is 

You had had no Remedy againſt theſe Raſcals, (too, 

No Law, and't like your Honour; wou'd have kill'd you 

And roaſted ye, and eaten ye, e' er this Time: 

Notable Knaves my Lord, unruly Raſcals: 

Theſe Youths have we ty'd up, put Muzzels on em, 

And par'd their Nails, that honeſt civil Gentlemen, 

And ſuch moſt noble Perſons as your {elf is, 

May live in Peace, and rule the Land with a twine Thread, 

Theſe News I bring. 

Bor. And were they thus deliverd ye? 

The. My Lord, IT am no Pen-man, nor no Orator, 
My Tongue was never Oyl'd with Here and't like ye, 
There I beſeech ye; weigh, Jam a Soldier, 

And Truth I covet only, no fine Terms, Sir; 

I come not to ſtand treating here; my buſineſs 

Is with the Duke, and of ſuch general Blefling ny 
Bor. You have overthrownthe Enemy, we know it, 
And werejoyce in't; ye have done like honelt Subjects, 
You have cone handſomely and well. 67 

. The. But well, Sir? 
But handſomely and well? what, are we Juglers? 
I'll do all that in cutting up a Capon. 
But handſomely and well? Does your Lordſhip take us 
For the Dukes Tumblers? we have done bravely, Sir, 
Ventur'd our Lives like Men. 

Bor. Then bravely be it. N 

The. And for as brave Rewards we look, and Graces, 
We have Sweat and Bled for't, Sir. 

Bor. And ye may have it, * 5 ( wirſt 
If you will ſtay the giving. Men that thank themſcives | 
For any good they do, take off the Luſtre, FT, 
And blot the Benefit li 3 Iba. 
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The. Are theſe the Welcomes, © 3 
11 The Bells that ring out our Rewards ? pray heartilly, 
3 Early and late, there may be no more Enemies: 
= Do my good Lord, pray ſeriouſly, and figh too, 
For if there be— — an 
Bor. They muſt be met, and fought with. (ter'd. 
BD | The. By whom? by you? they muſt be met and flat- 
| Why, what a Devil ail'd ye to do thefe things? 
With what aſſurance dare ye mock Men thus? 
You have but ſingle Lives, and thoſe I rake it 
A Sword may find too: Why do ye dam the Duke up? 
And choak that courſe of Love, that like a River 
Should fill our empty Veins again with Comforts? 
But if ye uſe theſe knick knacks, «i 
This faſt and looſe, with faithful Men and honeſt, 
You'll be the firſt will find it. ek a 
Enter Archas, Soldiers, Putskey, Ancient, and others. 
Bor. You are too Untemperate. | 


| 
| 
; 


The. Better be ſo, and Thief too, than unthankful : 
Pray uſe this old Man fo, and then we are paid all. ye, 
The Duke thanks ye for your Service, and the Court thanks 
And wonderful deſirous they are to ſee ye; (games, 
Pray Heav'n we have room enough to march for May- 
Pagcants, and Bone-fires for your welcome home, Sir. 
Here your moſt noble Friend the Lord Boroskte, 
A Gentleman too tender of your Credit, 
And ever in the Duke's Ear, for your good, Sir, 
Crazy and Sickly, yet to be your Servant, 
Has leapt into the open Air to meet ye. (come home, Sir; 
Bor. The beſt is, your Words wound not; you are wel- 
Heartily welcome home, and for your Service, 
The noble Overthrow you gave the Enemy, 
The Duke ſalutes ye top with all his Thanks, Sir. 
Anc. Sure they will now regard us. 
,., ß 
But by the changing of the Colonel's Countenance, 
The rolling of his Eyes like angry Billows, - _ 
I fear the Wind's not down yet, Ancient. 
Arch. Is the Duke well, Sir? 
. Bor. Not much unhealthy, 


Only 
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Only a little grudging of an Ague, (ful, 
Which cannot laſt. He has heard, which makes him fear- 
And loth as yet to give your Worth due welcome, | 


The Sickneſs hath been ſomewhat hot i'th' Army, 


W hich happily may prove more Doubt than Danger, 


And more his Fear than Fate; yet howſoever, 


An honeſt Care— — 
Arch. Ve ſay right, and it ſhall be; 
For though upon my Life 'tis but a Rumor, 
A meer Opinion, without Faith or Fear in't; 
For, Sir, I thank Heav'n, we never ſtood more healthy, 
Never more high and luſty; yet to ſatisfie, 
We cannot be too curious, or too careful 
Of what concerns his State, we'll draw away, Sir, 
And lodge at further Diſtance, and leſs Danger. 
Bor. It will be well. 
Anc. It will be very ſcurvy: 
I ſmell it out, it ſtinks abominably, 
Stir it no more. 

Bor. The Duke, Sir, wou'd have you too, : 
For a ſhort Day or two, retire to your own Hou's, 
Whither himſelf will come to viſit ye, 

And give ye Thanks. 
Arch. I ſhall attend his Pleaſure. 
Anc. A Trick, a louſie Trick: So ho, a Trick Boys. 
Arch. How now, what's that? 1 
Anc. I thought I had found a Hare, Sir, 
But tis a Fox, an old Fox, ſhall we hunt him? 
Arch. No more ſuch Words. 
Bor. The Soldier's grown too ſawey, 
You muſt tie him ſtraiter up. 

| Arcb. I do my beſt, Sir; | 
But Men of free-born Minds ſometimes will tlie out. 

 Anc. May not we ſee the Duke? | 

Bor. Not at this time, Gentlemen, 


_ Your General knows the Cauſe. 


Anc. We have no Plague, Sir, : 
Unleſs it be in our Pay, nor no Pox neither; 
Or if we had, I hope that good old Courtie: 


11 4 Put. 
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Put. Certain my Lord, 4 y f 
Conſidering what we are, and what we have done 
If not, What need ye may have, twou'd be better, 
A great deal nobler, and taſte honeſter | 
To uſe us with more ſweetneſs; Men that di 
And laſh away their Lives at the Carts tail, (too, 

Double our Comforts ; Meat, and their Maſters Thanks 
When they work well, they have; Menof our Quality, 
When they do well, and venture for't with Valour, 
Fight hard, lye hard, feed hard, when they come home, 
And know theſe are deſerving things, things worthy, (Sir, 
Can you then blame em if their Minds a little 
He ſtir'd with Glory? *tis a Pride becomes 'em, 

A little ſeaſon'd with Ambition, vb 
To be reſpected, reckon'd well, and honour'd (poorly, 
For what they have done : When to come home thus 
And met with fuch unjointed Joy, ſo looked on, 
As if we had done no more but dreſt a Horſe well 
So entertain'd, as if, I thank ye Gentlemen, 
Take that to drink, had pow'r to pleaſe a Soldier? 
Where be the Shouts, the Bells rung out, the People? 
The Prince himſelf? 

Arch. Peace: I perceive your Eye, Sir, 
Is fixt upon this Captain for his Freedom, 
And happily you find his Tongue too forward 
As Fam Maſter of the Place 1 carry, | 
Tis fit I think fo too; but were I this Man, 
No ſtronger tie upon me, than the Truth - | 
And Tongue to tell it, I thou'd ſpeak as he do's, 
And think with Modeſty enough, ſuch Sainte 
- That daily thruſt their Loves and Lives through hazards, 

And fearleſs for their Country's Peace, march hourly 
'Fhrough all the Doors of Death, and know the darkeſt, 
Shou'd better be canoniz'd for their Service: 
What labour wou'd theſe Man neglect, what Danger 
Where Honour is, though ſeated in a Billow, . © 
Riſing as high as Heav'n, wou'd not theſe Soldiers, 


Like to ſo many Sea-gods charge up to.it? (Sir; 
Do you ſee theſe Swords? Time'sSythe was ne'er ſo ſharp, 
Nor ever at one Harveſt mow'd ſuch handfuls :.,- 


44 


1 
& * 


.. ., - Thoughts. 


The „ Dayal Subject. : 953 


T houghts neer ſo ſudden, nor Bblief ſo ſure 

When they are drawn, and were it not ſometimes 

I ſwim upon their Angers to allay 'em, 

And, like a calm, depreſs their fell Intentions 
They are ſo deadly ſure, nature wou'd ſuffer 
And whoſe are all theſe Glories? why, their Prince's, 


Their Country's, and their Friends ? Alas, of all theſe, 


And all the happy ends they the Bleſſings, 
They only ſhare the Labours: A little Joy then, 
And outſide of a welcome, at an upſhot 
Would not have done amiſs, Sir; but howſoever 
Between me and my Duty, no crack, Sir, 
Sball dare appear: J hope by my Example 
No Diſcontent in them: Without doubt, Gentlemen, 
The Duke will both look ſuddenly and truly (Sir. 
On your Deſerts : Methinks'twere good they were paid, 
Bor. They ſhall be immediately; | ſtay for Mony; 
And any Favour elſe — 
Arch. We are all bound to ye; 
And ſo I take my leave, Sir; when the Duke pleaſes 
To make me worthy of his Eyes —- 
Bor. Which will be ſaddenly, 
I know his good Thoughts to ye. 
Arch. With all Duty, 
And all Humility, I ſhall attend, Sir. ſatisfied. 


Bor. Once more you are ne home: Theſe ſhall be 


The. Be ſure we be: And handſomly. 
Arch. Wait you on me, Sir. 
The. And honeſtly : No jugling. 


Arch. Will ye come, Sir? [EX.t. 

Bor. Pray do not doubt. . 

The. We are no Boys. [ Exit. 
Enter a Gentleman, and two or three with Alon . 

Bor. Well, Sir. (Lordſhip. 


Gent. Here's Mony from the Duke, and't pleaſe your | 


Bor, *Tis well. 

Gent. How ſowre the Soldiers look ? ? 

Bor. Is't told? 

Gent. Ves, and for every Company a double Pay, 
And the Duke's Love to all. | 


Anc. That's worth a Duckat, Bor. 
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Bor, You that be Officers, ſee it diſcharg'd then, 
Why do not you take it up ? 5 5 
Alnc. Tis too heavy: £35 
Body o'me, I have ſtrain'd mine Arm. 
Bor. Do you ſcornit? 
Ac. Has your Lordſhip any Dice about ye? fit round 
And come on ſeven for my ſhare. (Gentlemen, 
Put. Do you think, Sir | 75 
This is the end we fight? can this Dirt draw us 
To ſuch a ſtupid Tameneſs, that our Service 
Neglected and look'd lamely on, and skew'd at, 
With a few honourable Words, and this, is righted ? 
Have not we Eyes and Ears, to hear and ſee, Sir, 
And Minds to underſtand the lights we carry? 
I come home old, and full of Hurts; Men look on me, 
As if I had got em from a W hore, and ſhun me; 
I tell my Griefs, and fear my Wants, I am anſwer'd, 
Alas tis pity! pray dine with me on Sunday. _ 
'Theſe are the Sores we are ſick of, the Minds Maladies, 
And can this cure em? You ſhou'd have us'd us nobly, 
| ag for our doing well, as well proclaim'd us 
To the World's Eye, have ſhew'd and fainted us, 
Then ye had paid us bravely : Then we hadſhin'd, Sir, 
Not in this gilded ſtuff, but in our Glory: 
You may take back your Mony. 
Gent. This I fear'd ſtill. 5 
Bor. Conſider better, Gentlemen. 
Anc. Thank your ; dures! + 5 
And now l'll put on my conſidering Cap: 


My Lord, that I am no Courtier, you may gueſ, it 


By having no ſute to you for this Many : | 

For though I want, I want not this, nor ſhall not, 

While you want that Civility to rank it 

With thoſe Rights we expected; Mony grows, Sir, 

And Men muſt gather it, all is not put in one Purſe. 

| And that I am no Carter, I cou'd never whiſftle yet - 

1 But that I am a Soldier, and a Gentleman, 

= And a fine Gentleman, and't like your Honour, 

| And a molt pleaſant Companion : All you that are witty, 
eee lift to my Ditty: Come ſet in Boss. 
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With your Lordſhip's Patience. Ing. 
How do you like my Song, my Lord? (better, 

Bor. Ev'n as like your ſelf, but *twould be a great deal 
You would prove a great deal wiſer, and take this Mony, 
In your own Phraſe I ſpeak now, Sir, and tis very well 
You have learn'd to ſing; for ſince you prove ſo liberal, 
To refuſe ſuch means as this, maintain your Voice ſtill, 
"Twill prove your beſt Friend. > 
Anc. Tis a ſinging Age, Sir, 

A merry Moon here now: I'll follow it: 
Fidling, and fooling now, gains more than fighting. 

Bor. What is't you blench at? What would you ask? 

Speak freely. Fo g 

Sol. And ſo we dare. A Triumph for the General. 

Put. And then an Honour ſpecial to his Virtue. 

Anc, That we may be prefer'd that have ſerv'd for it, 

And cram d up into favour like the worſhipful, 
At leaſt upon the Citys charge made drunk 
For one whole Year; we have done em ten Years ſervice 
That we may enjoy our Lechery without grudging, 
And mine, or thine be nothing, all things equal, 
And catch as catch may, be proclaim'd: That when we 

And have no will to pay again, no Law (borrow, 
Lay hold upon us, nor no Court controul us. 

Bor. Some of theſe may come to pals z the Duke nia 
And no doubt will: The General will find too, (do em, 
And fo will you, if you but ſtay with Patience: J have no 

Pur. Nor Will. Come, Fellow-Soldiers. (Pow'r. 

Bor. Pray be not ſo diſtruſtful. 8 | 

Ot 1 e - OC 
And honeſt ways; we are not brought up Statues. 
Anc. If your Lordſhip 25 0 


Have any ſilk Stockings, that have holes i'th' Heels, . 

Or ever an Honourable Caſſock that wants Buttons, 

I could have cur*d{uch Maladies: Your Lordſhip's cuſtom 

And my good Lady's, if the Bones want ſetting 

In her old Bodice— — _ 

Bar. This is Diſobediencde. 

Ane. Eight Pence a Day, and hard Eggs. 
Fut. Troop off, Gemlemen 


wt 


Some 
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Some Coin we have, while this laſts, or our Credits, 


We'll never ſell our General's worth for ſix Pence. 
Ye are beholding to us. 


Anc. Fare ye well, Sir, 


And buy a Pipe with that: Do ye ſee this Skarf, Sir? 


By this Hand VII cry Brooms in't, birchen Brooms, Sir, 
Before 1 cat one bit from your Beneyolence. | 
Now to our old Occupations again. | 
By your leave, Lord. 1 Exeunt. 

Bor. You will bite when ye are ſharper; take up the 
This Love I muſt remove, this Fondneſs to him, (Mony. 
This tenderneſs of Heart; I have loſt my way elſe. 
There is no ſending; Man, they will not take it, 
They are yet too full of Pillage, Po 
They'll dance for't ere't be long: 

Come, bring it after. | 
| Enter Duke. 
Duke. How now, refus'd their Mony ? 
Bor. Very bravely, 1 
And ſtand upon ſuch terms 'tis terrible. 
Duke. Where's Archas 2 | 
Bor. He's retir d, Sir, to his Houſe, 
According to your Pleaſure, full of Duty 
To outward ſhew : Pur what within. —— 

Duke. Refuſe it? | | 
Bor. Moſt confidently: *Tis not your Revenue , 
Can feed them, Sir, and yet they have found a Genera 

That knows no Ebb of Bounty : There they. cat, Sir, 

And loath your Invitations. 

Dufte. Tis not poſſible, 
He's poor as they. 

Bor. You'll find it otherwiſe. | 

Pray make your Journey thither preſently, 
And as ye go [I'll open ye a wonder. 
Good Sir, this Morning. 310 W 

Duke. Follow me, I'll do it. Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Olympia, Alinda, Burris, and Centlemomen. 
Ohm. But do you think my Brother loves her? 
Bur. Certain, Madam, 
He ſpeaks much of her, and ſometimes with wonder, 
Oft wiſhes the were nobler born. 
Ohm. Do you think him honeſt ? 
Bur. Your Grace is nearer to his Heart, than J am, 
Upon my life J hold him fo. 
Ohm. Tis a poor Wench, 
I wou'd not have her wrong'd: Methinks my Brother. - 
But I muſt not give Rules to his Affections; 
Yer if he weigh her worth — 
Bur. You need not fear, Madam. 
Olym. I hope 1 ſhall not. Lord Burris, 
I love her well; I know not, there is ſomething 
Makes me beſtow more than a care upon her: 
I do not like that Ring from him to her, 
I mean to Women of her way; ſuch Tokens 
Rather appear as Baits, than Royal Bounties: 
I wou'd not have it ſo. 
Bur. You will not find it, 
Upon my Troth I think his moſt Ambition | 
Is but to let the World know Has a handſome Miſtreſs. 
Will your Grace command me any ſervice to him? 
Ohm. Remember all my Duty. 
Bur. Bleſſings crown ye: [pf 
What's your will, Lady? 
Alin. Any thing that's honeſt; 
And if you think it fir, ſo poor a Service, 
Clad in a ragged Virtue, may reach bim, 
I do beſeech your Lordſhip ſpeak it humbly. 
Bur. Fair one | will: In the beſt Phraſe I have too, 
And fo I kiſs your Hand. | [ Exit, 
Alin. Your Lordſhip's Servant. 
Ohm. Come hither Wench, what art thou doing with 
Alin. Iam looking on the Poſie, Madam. (that Ring! 
Ohm. What is't? 8 Ain 
Vin. 


K 


Al. The Joget's Fa within. 
Ohm. But where the Joy, Wench, 
When that inviſible Jewel's loſt? Why doſt thou ſmile ſo 
What unhappy Meanin wing haſt thou? | 

Alin. Nothing, Madam, 
But only thinking Ur ſtrange ſpells theſe Wos have, 
And how they work with ſome. 

Pex. I fear with you too. 

Alin. This cou'd not coſt above a Crown. 

Pet. Twill coſt you 
The ſhaving of your Crown, if not the waſhing. 

Ohm. But he that ſent it, makes the Virtue greater. 

Mm. Ay, and the Vice too, Madam. l bleſs me: 
How fit tis for my Finger / 

2 Wom. No doubt you'll find t too 
A Finger fit for you. 

Alin. Sirrah, Peteſca, 

W har wilt thou give me for the good that follows this? 
But thou haſt Rings enough, thou art provided: 
Heigh ho, what muſt I do now ? 

. Pet, You'll be taught that, 

The eaſieſt part that e' er you learnt, 1 warrant you. 

Alin. Ay me, ay me. 

Pet. Vou will divide too, ſhortly, 

Your Voice comes finely forward, 

Ohm. Come hither, Wanton, 
Thou art. not ſurely as thou ſay'lt. 

Alin. I wou'd not: : 
But ſure there is a Witchcraft in this Ring, Lady, 
Lord how my Heart leaps! 3 

Pet. Twill go pit a pat ſhortly. (Shapes; 

Alin. And now methinks a thouſand of the Dul C's 

2 Nom. Will no leſs ſerve ye? 

Alin. In ten thouſand Smiles. | 

Ohm. Heav'n bleſs the Wench. 9 825 

Alin. With Eyes that will not be ena 10 enter; *s 
And ſuch ſoft Aol Embraces; take it from me, 
am undone elſe, Madam: I'm loſt WE... 

Olym. What ails the Girl? . n 

2. How ſuddenly Im a! 'ter'd & 457 
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And grown my ſelf again! do not you feel it? 
Olym. Wear that, and I'll wear this: 
I'll try the Strength on't. Nel 
Alin. How cold my Blood grows now! 
Here's ſacred Virtue. | 
When I leave to honour this, 
Every hour to pay a Kiſs, 
When each Morning ! ariſe, 
Or ! forget a Sacrifice: 
When this Figure in my Faith, 
And the pureneſs that it hath, 
I purſue not with my Will, 
Nearer to arrive at ſtill: 
When I loſe, or change this Jewel, 
Fly me Faith, and Heav'n be cruel. 
Olym. Vou have half confirm'd me, 1 
+ Keep but that way ſure, | 
And what this Charm can do, let me endure. fExeunt. 


Enter Archas, Theodore, Honora and Viola. : TH 
Arch. Carry your ſelf diſcreetly, it concerns me, 1 
The Duke's come in, none of your froward Paſſions, 18 
Nor no diſtaſts to any. Prithee Theodore, f | 
By my life, Boy, 'twill ruin me. KO _ 
The. 1 have done, Sar, 1 
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So there be no foul Play he brings along with him, 
Arch. What's that to you? J 

Let him bring what pleaſe him, 

And whom, and how. 1 
The. So they mean well 1 
Arch. Is't fit you be a Judge, Sirrah? Wit | 
The. Tis fit 1 feel, Sir. 1 
Arch. Get a Banquet ready, 

And trim your ſelves up handſomly. 
The. To what end? 3 

Do you mean to make em Whores? 

Hang up a Sign then, 7" 

And ſet em out to Livery. 5 

Areb. Whoſe Son art thou? 5 Thi 
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The. Yours, Sir, J hope: But not of your Diſgraces. 
Arc. Full twenty thouſand Men I have commanded, 
And all their Minds, with this calm'd all their Angers; 
And ſhall a Boy, of mine own Breed too, of mine own 
One crooked ſtic —— (Blood, 
The. Pray take your way, and thrive in't, 
PiI quit your Houſe ; if Taint or black Diſhonour 
Light on ye, *tis your own, I have no ſhare in't. 
Vet if it do fall out fo, as 1 fear it, 
And partly find it too —— 
| ___re. Haſt thou no Reverence? 
No Duty in thee? on 
The. This thall ſhew I obey ye : 
T dare not ſtay : I would have ſhew'd my Love too, 
And that you ask as Duty, with my Life, Sir, 
Had you but thought me worthy of your Hazards, (too: 
Which Heav'n preſerve ye from, and keep the Duke 
And there's an end of my wiſhes, God be with ye. [Exit. 
Arc. Stubborn, yet full of, that we all love, Honeſty. 
Enter Burris. | e 
Lord Burris, where's the Duke? 
Bur. In the great Chamber, Sir, — 
And there ſtays till he ſee you. Ve have a fine Houſe here. 
Are. A poor contented Lodge, unfit for his Preſence, 
Vet all the joy it hath. 
Bur. 1 hope a great one, and for your good, brave Sir. 
Arc. I thank ye, Lord: 
And now my ſervice to the Duke. 
Bur. VI] wait on ye. |  [Exeunt. 
Enter Duke, Boroskie, Gentlemen and Attendants. 
Duke. May this be credited ? 
Bor. Diſgrace me elſe, 
And never more with Favour look upon me. 
Duke. It ſeems impoſſible. | 
Bor. It cannot chuſe, Sir, RY 
Till your own Eves behold it; but that it is ſo, 
And that by this means the too haughty Soldicr 
Has been ſo cram d and fed, he cares not for ye 
Believe, or let me periſh: Let your Eyes 


As 
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As p_ obſerve the Houſe, but where I point it, | 
Make ſtay, and take a view, and then you have found it. 
Enter Archas, Burris, Honora, Viola, and Servant. 

Duke. I'II follow your Direction. Welcome Archas, 


Youare welcome home, brave Lord, we are come to viſit 
And thank ye for your Service. | 


c 
Arch. Twas ſo poor, Sir, 2 
In true reſpect of what I owe your Highneſs, 
It merits nothing. | 4 
Dukes. Are theſe fair ones yours, Lord? 
Arch. Their Mother made me think ſo, Sir. 
Duke. Stand up, Ladies. 


Beſhrew my Heart they are fair ones; methinks fires 
The luſtre of the Court, than thus live dari: | 
1 wou'd ſee your Houſe, Lord Archas, it appe 
A handſome Pile. 
Arch, Tis neat, but no great Structure; 


Til be your Grace's Guide, give me the Keys there. 
Duke. Lead on, we 


I think that's one. 
Arch. Tis , and't pleaſe ye, Ser, 
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The teſt above are Lodgings all. : 
Duke. Go on, Sir, E Erxcunt. 
SCEN-E IV. 


Enter Theodore, Putskie, and Ancient. 
Purſ. The Duke gone thither, do you ſay? 
The. Yes marry do I, TOW 
And all the Ducklings too; but what they'll do there 


Pur ſ. 1 hope they'll crown his Service. 
The. With a Cuſtard ; 


_ 


This is no weather for Rewards: They crown his Service? 


Rather uy go to ſhave his Crown: I was rated 
ec 


As if I had been a Dog had worried Sheep, out of Doors, 
For making but a doubt. | 


Purſ. They muſt now grace him. 
The. Mark bur the end. 8 

Anc. I am ſure they ſhou'd Reward him, they cannot 
The. They that want Honeſty, want any thing. 


Putſ. The Duke is ſo noble in his own Thoughts. 
"FO EL I | | K k 


\ 


r 


Il follow ye: Begin with the Gallery, 


(Want him. 
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The. That I grant ye, 

If thoſe might only ſway him: But tis moſt certain, 

So many new born Flics his light gave life to, 

Buzze in his Beams, Fleſh-flies, and Butterflies, 

Hornets, and humming Scarabs, that not one honey Bee 


That's loaden with true Labour, and brings home 


Encreaſe and Credit, can ſcape rifling, 


And what ſhe ſucks forſweet, they turnto bitterneſs. c em? 


Anc. Shall we go o {ce what they do, and talk our mind to 
Purſ. That we have done too much, and to no purpoſe. 
px Shall we be hang'd for him? I 


I have a great mind to be og now (take me, 


For doing ſome brave thing for him; a worſe end will 
And for an action of no worth; not honour him? 
Upon my Conſcience, ev'n the Devil, the very Devil 
| N ot to bely him) thinks him an honeſt Man; (years, 
I am ſure he has ſent him Souls any time theſe LFEnty 
Able to furniſh all his Fiſh-markets. 

The. Leave thy talking, 


And come, let's go to Dinner and drink to him; 


We ſhall hear more e er Supper time. If h#be honour'd, 


He has deſerv'd it well, and we ſhall fight for't. 


If he be ruin d, ſo, we "know the worſt then, 


And for my ſelf, Pl meet it. 


Put. I ne er fear it. | [Exeunt. 

| n Ni. 

Enter Duke, Archas, Boroskie, Burris, Gentlemen 
and Attendants. 


Dake. They are handſome Rooms all, well air and 
F ull of convenience, the Proſpect's excellent. (fitted, 
Arch. Now will your Grace pail down, and do me but 


Io taſte a Country Banquet? _ (the honour 


Duke. What Room's that? 

1 wou'd ſee all now; what Comets) has it? 

I ſee you have kept the beſt part yet; pray open it. 
Arch. Ha! Imiſdoubted this: Tis of no receipt, Sir, 


For your Eyes moſt unfit — 


Duke. 1 long to ſee it, (lent Painting, 


a Becauſe I wou'd * of the whole picce: Some excel- 


a Or 
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Or fome rare Spoils you would keep to entertain me 
Another time, I know. | | 
Arch. In troth there is not, 
Nor any thing worth your fight ; below I have 
Some Fountains, and ſome Ponds. 4 

Duke. 1 wou'd fee this now. 

Arch. . Boroskie, thou art a Knave. It contains nothing 
But Rubbiſh from the other Rooms and Unneceſſaries: 
WilPt pleaſe you fee a ſtrange Clock? 
Dufte. This or nothing: | 
Why ſhau'd you bar it up thus with Defences 
Above the reſt, unleſs it contain'd ſomething 
More excellent, and curious of keeping? 
Open't, for I will ſee it. 
Arch. The Keys are loſt, Sir: 
Does your Grace think, if it were fit for you, 
[ cou'd be ſo unmannerly? 

Duke. 1 will fee it, and either ſhew it 


* 


Arcb. Good Sir | dc dantly, 


* 


Duke. Thank ye, Archas, you ſhew your Love abun- 
Do I uſe to entreat thus? Force it open. 
Bur. That were inhoſpitable; you are his Gueſt, Sir, 
And with his greateſt Joy to entertain ye. 8 
Duke. Hold thy peace, Fool; will ye open it? 
Arch. Sir, I cannot. I muſt nor, if I could. 
Duke. Go, break it open. (tlemen. 
Arch. Imuſt withſtand that force. Be not too raſn, Gen- 
Duke. Unarm him firſt, then if he be not obſtinate 
Preſerve his Life. 4 | 
_ "Arch. I thank your Grace, I take it; : 
And now take you the Keys, go in, and ſee, Sirz (tor, 
There feed your Eyes with wonder, and thank that Tray- 
That thing that ſells his Faith for Favour. | Exit Duke. 
Bur. Sir, what moves ye? i 875 5 ( das, 
Arch. I have kept mine pure. Lord Burris, there's a Fu- 
That for a Smile will {ell ye all. A Gentleman? 
The Devil has more Truth, and has maintain d it; 
A Whore's Heart more belief in't. | 
. Enter Duke. e 
Due. What's all this, Archas ? | ; 
I cannot blame you to conceal it fo, © This 
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This moſt ineſtimable Treaſure. Arch. Yours, Sir. 
Duke. Nor do I wonder now the Soldier flights me. 
Arcb. Be not deceiv'd ; he has had no favour £3 Sir, 
Nor had you known this now, but for that Pick-thank, 
The loſt Man in his Faith, he has reveal'd it, 
To ſuck a little Honey from ye has betray'd it. 
I ſwear he ſmiles upon me, and forſworn too, 
Thou crackt, uncurrant Lord. l'll tell ye all, Sir: 
Four Sire, before his Death, knowing your Temper 
To be as bounteous as the Air, and open, | 
As flowing as the Sea to all that follow'd ye, 
Your great Mind fit for War and Glory, thriftily 
Like a great Husband to preſerve your Actions, 
Collected all this Treaſure; to our Truſts, - 
To mine I mean, and to that long-tongu'd Lord's there, 
He gave the Knowledge and the Charge of all this, 
Upon his Death-bed too: And on the Sacrament 
He ſwore us thus, never to let this Treaſure 
Part from our ſecret keepings, till no hope 
Of Subject could relieve ye, all your own waſted, 
No help of thoſe that lov'd ye cou'd ſupply ye, 
And then ſome great Exploit afoot z my Honeſty 
I wou'd have kept 'till I had made this uſeful; 
I ſhew'd it, and I ſtood it to the Tempeſt, 
And uſeful to the end 'twas left: I am cozen'd, 
And ſo are you too, if you ſpend this vainly ; 
This Worm that crept into ye has abus'd ye, 
Abus'd your Father's c:re, abus d his F:ith too: 
Nor can this maſs of Mony make him Man more, 
A flea'd Dog has more Soul, an Ape more Honeſty; 
All mine ye have amongſt it, fare wel that, 
I cannot part with't nobler; my Heart's clear, 
My Conſcience ſmooth as that, no rub upon't. 
But O thy Hell! 
Bor. I ſeck no Heav'n from you, Sir. 
Arch. Thy gnawing Hell, Boroskze, it will find thee : 
Mou'd ye heap Coals upon bis Head has wrong'd ye, 
Has ruin'd your Eſtate? Give him this Mony, 
Melt it into his Mouth. 3p 
* Duke, What little Trunk's that? 8 
I bat there o'th' top, that's lockt? eee, . 


— 
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Bor. You'll find it rich, Sir, richer I think than all. 
Arch. You were not coyetous, 5 
Nor wont to weave your Thoughts with ſuch a courſeneſo; 

Pray rack not Honeſty. | 
Bor. Be ſure you ſee it. Duke. Bring out the Trunk. 
Enter with the Trunk.  _ (now. 

Arch. Vou'll find that Treaſure too, all I have left me 

Duke. What's this, a poor Gown? 
And this a piece of Seneca? 

Arch. Yes ſure, Sir, 3 
More worth than all your Gold, yet ye have enough on't, 
And of a Mine far purer, and more precious; 

This ſells no Friends, nor ſearches into Counſels, 
And yet all counſel, and all Friends live here, Sir; 
Betrays no Faith, yet handles all that's truſty - 
Will't pleaſe you leave me this? | 

Duke. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Arch, What ſays your Lordſhip to't? 

Bor. 1 Gare not rob ye. (both 

Arch. Poor miſerable Men, you have robb'd your ſelves 
This Gown, and this unvalu'd Treaſure, your brave Father, 
Found me a Child at School with, in his progreſs, 
Where ſuch a loye he took to ſome few anſwers, 
Unhappy Boyiſh Toys hit in my Head then, 

That ſuddenly I made him, thus as I was, 
(For here was all the Wealth I brought his Highneſs) 
He carried me to Court, there bred me up, 

Beſtow'd his Favours on me, taught me the Arms fir 
With thoſe an honeſt Mind; I {-rv'd him truly, 

And where he gave me truſt, I think I fail'd not; 
Let the World {peak : I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
You have done more, and nobler, eas'd mine Age, Sir; 
And to this care a fair Quietus giv'n. Now to my Book: 

Duke, You have your wiſh, Sir, again. 
Let ſome bring off the Treaſure. 

Bor. Some is his, Sir. 5 

Arch. None, none, a poor unworthy Reaper, 
The Harveſt is his Grace s. 

Duke. Thank you, Archas. BS 
Arch. But will not yourepent, Lord? whenthis is gone 
Where will your Lor. ſhip! ———— 1 
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Bor. Pray take you no care, Sir. | 
. Arch. Does your Grace like my Houſe? 
Duke. Wondrous well, Archas, 
You have made me richly welcome. 
Arch. I did my bet, Sir. En | 
Is there any thing elſe oy pleaſe your Grace ? 
Dufte. Your Daughters I had forgot, ſend them to Court. 
Arch. How's that, Sir? f ; 
Duke. I ſaid your Daughters; ſee it done: I'll have em 
Attend my Siſter, Archas. | 
Arch. Thank your Highneſs. 
Dube. And ſuddenly.  _ Exit. 
Arch. Through all the ways I dare "Es 
Il ferve your Temper, though you try me far. [Exe 


—  — — _- 


— | — 
Annen 1: 
Enter Theodore, Putskey, Ancient, and Servant. 


The. I Wonder we hear no News. 
Putſ. Here's your Father's Servant, 
He comes in haſte too, now we ſhall know all, Sir. 
The. How now ? 
Ser. I am glad I have met you, Sir; your Father 
Intreats you preſently make haſte unto him. 
The. What News? | | 
Ser. None of the beſt, Sir, I am aſham'l to tell it 
Prav ask no more. ; 
_. The. Did not tell ye, Gentlemen? 
Did not I Prophecy? He's undone then. 
Ser. Not fo, Sir, but as near i.. 
Putſ. There's no help now; 
The Army'sſeatter'd all, through Diſcontent, 
Mot to be rallied up in haſte to help thiz. 
Auc. Plague of the Devil; have ye watch'd your Scaſons? 
We ſhall watch you cer long. | 
The. Farewel, there's no cure, 
We muſt endure all now: I know what PFll do. 
| [ Exennt Theodore, and Servant. 
Putſ. Nay, there's no ſtriving, they have a hand upon us. 
A heavy and a hard one 1 Anc. 
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Auc. Now I have it, 
We have yet ſome Gentlemen, ſome Boys of mettle, 
(What, arg we bob'd thus ſtill, colted, and carted?) 
And one mad trick we'll have to ſhame theſe Vipers; 
Shall I bleſs *em ? 
Purſ. Farewel; I have thought my way too. [Exiz. 
Anc. Were never ſuch rare Cries in Chriſtendom, 
As Moſco ſhall afford; We'll live by fooling 


4 


SCENE II. 


Euter Archas, Honora, and Viola. 


Arch. No more, it muſt be ſo; do you think Iwou'dſend 
Your Father and your Friend — (ye, 
Viol. Pray Sir, be good to us, 
Alas, we know no Court, nor ſeek that Knowledge; 
We are content with harmleſs things at home, 
Children of your Content, bred up in quiet, 
Only to know our ſelves, to ſeek a Wiſdom 
From that we underſtand, eaſie and honeſt; 
To make our Actions worthy of your Honour, 
Their ends as innocent as we begot em; 
What {hall we look for, Sir, what ſhall welearn there, 
That this more private ſweetneſs cannot reach us? 
Virtue was never built upon Ambition, 
Nor the Souls Beauties bred out of Bravery : 
What a terrible Father wou'd you ſeem to us, 
Now you have moulded us, and wrought our 'I'empers 
To eaſie and obedient Ways, uncrooked, 
W here the fair Mind can never loſe nor loiter, 
Now to divert our Natures, now to {tem us 
Roughly againſt rhe tide of all this Treaſure? | 
W ou'd ye have us proud? Tis ſooner Bred than Buried; 
Wickedly proud? For ſuch things dwell at Court, Sir. 
Hon. Wou'd ye have your Children learn to forget their 
And when he Dies dance on his Monument? (Father? 
Shall we ſeek Virtue in a Satin Gown) 
 Embroider'd Virtue? Faith ina well-curl'd Feather? 
And ſet our Credits to the tune of Green- ſleeves: 
This may be done; and if you like, it ſhall be. 
N Kk 4 | 


Now fighting's gone, and they ſhall find and feel it. [ Exzz 
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You ſhou'd have ſent us thither when we were younger, 
Our Maiden-heads at a higher rate; our Innocence 
Able to make a Mart indeed: We are now too old, Sir, 

Perhaps they'll think too cunning too, and light us; 
Beſides, we are altogether unprovided, - 
Uufurniſht utterly of the Rules ſhould guide us : 
This Lord comes, licks his Hand, and proteſts to me; 
Compares my Beauty to a thouſand fine things; | 
Mountains, and Fountains, Trees, and Stars, and Goblins; 
Now have not I the Faith for to believe him; 
He offers me the honourable courteſie, 
"To lye with me all Night; what a miſery is this? 

J am bred up ſo fooliſhly, alas, I dare nor, 
And how madly theſe things will thew there: 

Arch. Iſend ye not, 

Like Parts infected, to draw more Corruption 

Like Spiders to grow great, with growing Evil: 
With your own Virtues ſeaſon'd, and my Pray'rs, 
The Card of Gocdneſs in your Minds, that ſhows ye 
When ye fail falſe; the Needle toucht with Honour, 
That through the blackeſt Storms ſtill points at Happineſs ; 
Your Bodies the tall Barks, rib'd round with Goodneſs, 
Your Heav'nly Souls the Pilots, thus I ſend you; 
'Thus I prepare your Voyage; ſound before ye, 
And ever as you fail through this World's Vanity, 
Diſcover Sholes, Rocks, Quickſands, cry'out to ye, 
Like agood Maſtcr, Tack about for Honour. 
The Court is Virtue's School, at leaſt it ſhould be; 
Ne rer theSunthe Mine lics, the Metals purer: 
Be it granted, if the Spring be once infected, 
Thoſe Branches that flow from him muſt run muddy; 
Say you find ſome Sins there, and thoſe no ſmall ones, 
And they like lazy Fits begin to ſhake ye: 
g ay they affect your Strengths, my happy Children 
Great things through greateſt hazards are atchiev'd ſtill, 
And then they ſhine, then Goodneſs has his Glory, 
His Crown faſt rivetted, then time moves under, 
Where, through the midſt of Errors, like the Sun, 


Through thick and pitchy Clouds, he breaks out . 
: | | on, 
30 5 | 
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You are pleaſantly diſpos'd: I am glad to ſee it. 


The Loyal Subject. 969 


Hon. I thank you Sir, you have made me half a Sol- 
Iwill to Court moſt willingly, moſt fondly. (dier, 


And if there be ſuch ſtirring things amongſt em, 
Such Travellers into Virginia | 
As Fame reports, if they can win me, take me. 
I think I have a cloſe Ward, and a ſure one; 
An honeſt Mind I hope, tis Petticoat- proof, 
Chain-proof, and Jewel-proof; I know tis Gold-proof, 
A Coach and four Horſes cannot draw me from it: 
As tor your handſome Faces, and filed Tongues, 
Curl'd Millers Heads, I have another word tor them, 
And yet Pl flatter too, as faſt as they do, HH 
And lye, but not as Lewdly. Come, be valiant, Siſter, 
She that dares not ſtand the puſh o'th* Court dares nothing, 
And yet come off ungrac'd: Sir, like you, 
We both affe& great dangers now, and the World ſhall 
All Glory lies not in Man's Victory. (ice 
Arch. Mine own Honora. | 
Vio. 1 am very fearful, . 
Would I were ſtrongerbuilt. You would have me honeſt? 
Arch. Or not at all my Viola. 18 
Vio. I'll think on't, 
For 'tis no eaſie Promiſe, and live there. 
Do you think we ſhall do well? 
Hon. W hy, what ſhou'd ail us? | 
Vio. Certain they'll tempt us Trane ; beſides the glory 
Which Women may affect, they are handſome Gentlemen, 
Every part ſpeaks: Nor is it one denial, | 
Nor two, not ten; from every look we give 'em 
They'll frame a hope; ev'n from our Pray'rs, Promiſes. 
Hon. Let*em feed fo, and be fat; there is no fear, Wench, 


If thou be'ſt faſt to thy ſelf. 


Vio. 1 hope I ſhall be; — 


And your example will work more. 


Enter Theodore. 
Hon. Thou ſhalt not want it. 
The. How do you, Sir? Can you lend a Man an Angel? 
hear you let out Mony. © 
Arch. Very well, Sir, 


Can 
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Can you lend me your Patience, and berul'd by me? 
The. Ist come to Patience now? © 1 
Arch. Is't not a Virtue? 

The. I know not: I neꝰ er found it ſo. 
Arch. That's On * nicht 
Thy Anger ever knows, and not thy Judgment. 
7 he. [know you have beenrifl'd. FI hd 
Arch. Nothing leſs, Boy; | 
Lord, what opinions theſe vain People publiſh ? 
Rifl'd of what? f n 
The. Study Jour Virtue, Patience, 
It may get Muſtard to your Meat. Why in ſuch haſte, Sir, 
Sent ye for me? l th 
Arch. For this end only, Theodore, 
To wait upon your Siſters to the Court; 
I am commanded they live there. 
The. To th' Court, Sir? 
Arch. To th' Court, Ifay. 
The. And muſt I wait upon em? 
Arch. Ves, tis moſt fit you ſhou'd, you are their Brother. 
The. Is this the bufinefs? I had thought your Mind, Sir, 
Had been ſet forward on ſome noble Action, 
Something had truly ſtir'd ye. To th' Court with theſe? 
Why, they are your Daughters, Sir. a 
Arch. All this I know, Sir. 
The. The good old Woman on a Bed he threw. * 
To th' Court? | 
Arch. Thou art mad. 
The. Nor Drunk as you are: . 

* Drunk with your Duty, Sir: Do you call it Duty? 

A pox of Duty, what can theſe do there? 

What ſhould they do? Can ye look Babies, Siſters, 

In the ag Gallants Eyes, and twirl their Band-ſtrings? 


Can ye ride out to air your ſelyes? Pray Sir, 
Be ſerious with me, do you ſpeak this truly? 
Arch. Why, didſt thou never hear of Women 

Yet at Court, Boy? A , : 
The. Ves, and good Women too, very good Women, 
Excellent honeſt Women: But are ye ſure, Sir, 
That theſe will prove ſo? e 50 
: © | Hon. 
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Hon. There's the danger, Brother. 
The. God-a-mercy Wench, thou haſta grudging of it. 
Arch. Now beyouferious, Sir, and obſerve what 1 y, 
Do it, and do it handſomely; go with 'em. 
The. With all my Heart, Sir; Iam in no fault now; 
k they be thought Whores for being in my Company; 
Pray write upon their Backs, they are my Siſters, 
And where I ſhall deliver em. 
Arch. Ye are wondrous jocund, . 
But prithee tell me, art thou ſo lewd a Fellow > 
I never knew thee fail a Truth. 
The. I am a Soldier, 
And ſpell you what that means. 
Arch. A Soldier? 
What doſt thou make of me? 
The. Your Palat's down, Sir- 
Arch. I thank ye, Sir. 
The. Come, ſhall we to this matter ? 
You will to Court? d 
Hon. If you will pleaſe to honour us. 
The. I'll honour ye, I warrant; I'll ſet ye off 
With ſuch a luſtre, Wenches. Alas poor Viola, 
Thou art a Fool, thou crieſt for eating white Bread: 
Be a good Huſwife of thy Tears, and ſave 'em, 
Iqhou wilt have time enough to ſhed 'em, Siſter. 
Do you weep too? Nay, then I'll fool no more. 
Come worthy Siſters, ſince it muſt be ſo, 
And fince he thinks ir fit to try your Virtues, 
Be you as ſtrong to Truth, as I to guard ye, 


271 


And this old Gentleman ſhall have joy of ye. [Exeunt, 


S UE NE MI. 
Enter Duke, and Burris. 


Duke, Burris take you ten thouſand of thoſe Crowns, 
And thoſe two Chains of Pearl they hold the richeſt, 
I give 'em ye. „ 
Bur. 1 humbly thank your Grace; 
And may your great Example work in me 
| That noble Charity to Men more worthy, 


And 
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And of more wants. | 
Duke. You bear a good Mind, Burris ; 

Take twenty thouſand now : Be not ſo modeſt, 

Ir ſhall be ſo, Igive em: Go, there's my Ring for't. 
Bur. Heaven bleſs your Highneſs ever. [ Exit, 
Duke. You are honeſt, 

| Enter Alinda, and Putskie at Door. 
Put. They're coming now to Court, as fair as Virtue : 

Two brighter Stars ne'er roſe here. 

Alin. | 1h I have it, 
And what my Art can do; the Duke : 
| Putſ. Lam gone; remember. Exit. 

Alm. 1 am counſell'd to the full, Sir. i | 

Duke. My pretty Miſtreſs, whither lies your buſineſs? 

How kindly I ſhou'd take this, were it to me now? 

Alin. I muſt confeſs immediately to your Grace, 

At this time. 5 

Duke. You have no addreſs, I do believe ye, 

I wou'd ye ha. 5 

Alin. Twere too fhuch boldneſs, Sir, 

Upon ſo little Knowledge, leſs deſerving. 

Duke, You'll make a perfect Courtier. 

Alin. A very poor one. | 3 
Duke. A very fair one, Sweet; come hither to me. 
What killing Eyes this Wench has? In his Glory 
Not the bright Sun, when the Sirian Star reigns, 
Shines half ſo fiery. 

 Alin. Why does your Grace ſo view me? . 
Nothing but common handſomeneſs dwells here, Sir, 

Scarce that: Your Grace is pleas'd to mock my meannefs. 

Duke. Thou ſhalt not go: I do not lie unto thee 

In my Eye thou appear 
Alin. Dim not the ſight, Sir, 

I am toodull an Object. 
Duke. Canſt thou love me? 
Canſt thou love him will honour thee ? 

Alm. I can love; NG, 

And love as you do too: But 'twill not ſhew well: 

Or if it do fa here where all Light luſtres, 

Tinſel affections make a glorious gliſt ring, 


3 
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8 
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"Twill halt i'th* handſom way. 


Duke. Are ye ſo cunning? 2 
Doſt think I love not truly? 

Alin. No, ye cannot, 
You never travell'd that way yet: Pray pardon me, 
I prate ſo boldly to you. 

Duke. There's no harm done: 


But what's your reaſon, Sweet? 
- Alin. 1 wou'd tell your Grace, 


But happily 

Dube. It ſhall be pleaſing to me. 

Ain. I ſhou'd love you again, and then you wou'd hate 
With all my ſervice I ſhou'd follow ye, (me. 
And through all dangers. 

Duke. This wou'd more provoke me, 

More make me ſee thy Worths, 


More make me meet em. 


Alin. Vou ſhou'd do ſo, if ye did wel al truly: 
But though ye be a Prince, and haye pow 'r in ye, 
Pow'r of Example too, ye have fail'd and falter d. 

Duke. Give me Example where? 

Alin. Vou had a Miſtreſs, 

Oh Heav'n, ſo bright, ſo brave a Dame, ſo loyely, 
In all her Life ſo ; ne 

Duke. A Miſtreſs? 

Alin. Thatſerv'd you with that Conſtancy, that Care, 
That lov'd your Will, and woo'd it too. 

Duke. What Miſtreſs? | 

Alin. That nurs'd your Honour up, held faſt your Virtue, 
And whenſhe kiſt encreas'd, not ole your Goodnels. 

Duke, And I neglected her? 

Alin. Loſt her, Crſook her, wantonly flung her off. 

Duke, What was her Name? 

Alin. Her Name as Lovely as her (elf, as Noble, 
And in it all that's excellent. 

Duke. What was it? 

Alin. Her Name was ; Beau-deſert : 

Do you know her now, Sir? 

Duke. Beau-deſert? I do not remember 

Ain. 1 know you do not; | 


Let 


: 
N 
| 
} 
þ 
. 
3 
þ 
. 
N 
hi 


—ͤ—42ͥ— — — ANG ACA COL —— —F—œWů᷑ . — — — — — 


974 The Loyal Subject. 
Yet ſhe has a plainer Name; Lord Archas ſervice 


5 
Do you yet remember her? There was a Miſtreſs 


Fairer than Woman, far fonder to you, Sir, 


Than Mothers to their firſt-born Jays: Can you Love ? 


Dare you profeſs that truth to me a Stranger, 
A thing of no Regard, no Name, ng Luſtre, 
When your moſt noble Love you have neglected, 


A Beauty all the World wowd Woo and Honour? 
Wou' d you have me credit this? Think you can love me, 


And hold ye conſtant, when L have read this Story? 
Is't poſſible jou ſhould ever favour me, 
To a ſlight Pleaſure prove a Friend, and faſt too 


When, where you were moſt ty'd, maſthound to benefit. 


Bound by the Chains of Honeſty and Honour, 


You haye broke, and boldly too? I am a weak one, 


 Arm'd only with my Fears: I beſeech your Grace 
Tempt me no further. 


Duke. Who taught you this Leſſon? 


Alin. Woful Experience, Sir: If you ſeek a fair one, 


Worthy your Love, if yer youbavethar perfect, 
Two Daughters of his ruin d Virtue now | 


Arrive at Court, exeellent fair indeed, Sir. 


But this will be the Plague on't, they're excellent honeſt. 


Enter Olympia and Peteſca privately. 
Duke, L love thy Face. 4 208 


Ain. Upon my Life ye cannot: 
| Ido not love it my ſelf, Sir, tis a lewd one, 


So truly ill Art cannot mend it; but if twere handſome, | 
At lcaſt if 1 thought fo, you ſhou'd hear me talk, Sir, 


In a new ſtrain; and though ye are a Prince, 


Make ye Petition to me too, and wait my Anſwers 


Vet o' my Conſcience I ſhou'd pity ye, 
After ſome ten years Siege. 
Duke. Prethee do now. 

Alin. What wou'd ye do? 

Duke. Why I wow'd.lye with ye. 

Alin. I do not think ye wou'd. 
Dufte. In troth I wou'd Wench. 
Here, rake this fes. 
Alin. Out upon't, that's ſcurvy, _ 


Nay» 
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Nay, if we do, fire we'll do for good Fellowſhip, 
For pure Love, or nothing: Thus you ſhall be ſure, Sir, 
You ſhall not pay too dear for't. | 
Dufte. Swe I cannot. 1 (able 
Alin. By'r Lady but ye may: When ye have found me 
To do your Work well, ye may pay my Wages. 
Pet Why does your Once art back ? 
Ohm. I ha' feen that ſhakes me: 
Chills all my Blood: O where is Faith or Goodneſs? 
Alinda thou art falſe, falſe, falſe thou fair one, 
Wickedneſs falſe; and, wo is me, I ſee it. 


For ever falſe. 
Pet. I am glad 't has taken thus right. [Exennr. 
Alin. Fl go ask my Lady, Sit. | 
Duke. What? (willing 


Alin. Whether fhall lye with ye, or no: If I ind her 
For look ye Sir, I have ſworn, while J am in her ſervice--- 
("Twas a raſh Oath I muſt confeſs.) 

Duke. Thou mock'ſt me. 

Alin. Why, wou'd ye lye with me, if I were willing? 
Would you abuſe my weakneſs? F 

Duke. I would piece it, 

And make it ſtronger. 

Alin. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
When you piece me, you muſt piece me to my Coffin: 
When you have got my Maiden-head, I take it, 

Tis not an Inch of an Apes Tail will reſtore it, 
'I Love ye, and Honour ye, but this way 
T'l neither love nor ſerve ye. 


Heav'n change your Mind, Sir. [Exit, 
Duke. And thine too: 
For it muſt be chang'd, it ſhall be. [Exit. 


{1 SAI B. NE IV; 
Enter Boroskie, Burris, Theodore, Viola, and Honora. 
Bor. They are goodly Gentlewomen. 
Eur. They are, ES 
Wondrous ſweet Women both. 


The. Does your Lordſhip like *em? 
They are my Siſters, Sir; good luſty Laſles, 


1. 


They'll 


And been at eharge for Baths: Doy 


© Wholeſome, and young, my Lord, and two ſuch Bleſſings 
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They'll do their Labour well, 1 warrant ye, | 
You'll find no Bed-ſtraw here, Sir. 8 
Hon. Thank ye, Brother. .- y (tle, 
#The. This is not ſo ſtrongly built: But ſhe is good met- 
Of a good ſtirring ſtrain too: She goes tith, Sir A 
* Enter two Gentlemen. , 
Here they be, Gentlemen, muſt make ye merry, 
The toys you wot of: Do you like their Complexions? 
They be no Moors: What think ye of this Hand, Gentle. 


Here's a white Altar for your Sacrifice: (men? 


A thouſand Kiſſes here. Nay, keep of yet, Gentlemen, 
Let's ſtart firſt, and have fair play: What wou'd ye give now 
To turnthe Globe up, and find the rich dialcter ? | 


To paſs the Straits? Here (do ye itch) by St. Nicholas, 


Here's that will make ye ſcratch and claw, _ | 
Claw, my fine Gentlemen, move ye in divers ſorts: . 
Pray ye let me requeſt ye, to forget 
To ſay your Prayers, whilſt theſe are Courtiers; _ 
Or if ye needs will think of Heav'n, let it be no higher 
Than their Eyes. 3 
Bor. How will ye have em beſtow'd, Sir? 
The. Ev'n how your Lordſhip pleaſe, 
So you do not bake 'em. x 
Bor. Bake em? . [ gelly. 


The. They are too high a Meat that way, they run to 
But if you'll have em for your own Diet, take my Counſel, 


Stew 'em between two Feather-Beds. 


Bur. Pleaſe you, Colonel, 


To let em wait upon the Princeſs? 


The. Yes, Sir, 


And thank your Honour too: But then happily, 


Theſe noble Gentlemen ſhall have no acceſs to em; 
And to have 'em buy new Cloaths, ſtudy new Faces, 
And keep a ſtinking ſtir with themſelves for nothing, 
Twill not be well i faith: They have kept their Bodies, 
ou ſee that Shirt there? 
Weigh but the moral meaning, twill be grievous: 
Alas, I brought 'em to delight theſe Gentlemen, 


I weigh their wants by mine: I brought em wholeſome, 


They 
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They will not light upon again in ten Vears. 
Bor. Tis fit they wait upon her. 
Ie. They are fit for any thing: 

They'll wait upon a Man, they are not Baſhful, 


Carry his Cloak, or unty his Points, or any thing, 
Drink drunk, and take Tobacco; the familiar'ſt Fools 


ThisWench will leap overStools too,and ſound a Trumpet, 
Wraſtle, and pitch the Bar; they are finely broughtup. 
Bor. Ladies, ye are bound to your Brother, 


And havemuch cauſe to thank him : 


Ell eaſe ye of this Charge, and to the Princeſs, 
So pleaſe you, Tl attend 'em. | 
be. Thank your Lordſhip : | 
If there be cer a private Corner as ye go, Sir, * 
A fooliſh Lobby out o'th* way, make Danger, 


Bor. Ve are a merry Gentleman. 
The. I wou'd fain be your Honour's Kinſman. 
Bor. Ye are too curſt, Sir. (waſht elſe 
The. Farewel Wenches, keep cloſe your Ports, y are 
Hon. Brother, beſtow your Fears where they are needful. 
We Exe. Boroſ. Honor. Vio 
The. Honor thy Name is, and I hope. thy Nature. 
Go after Gentlemen, go, get a ſnatch if you can, 
Vond' old Erra Pater will never pleaſe em. 
Alas I brought 'em for you, but ſee the luck on't, 
I ſwear I meant as honeſtly toward ye—— 
Nay do not cry, good Gentlemen: A little Counſel 


Will do no harm: They'll walk abroad i'th' Evenings, 


Ye may ſurprize em eaſily, they wear no Piſtols. 
Set down your Minds in Metre, flowing Metre, 
And get ſome good old Linnen- Woman to deliver it, 
That has the Trick ont : You cannot fall + 
Farewel Gentlemen. Exeunt Gent. 

Bur, You have frighted off theſe Fleſh- flies. 

The. Fleſh-flies indeed, my Lord. 

Enter Servant. 


And it muſt be very ſtinking Fleſh they will not ſeize on. 


Serv, Your Lordſhip bid me bring this Casket. 
Zur. Yes: Good Colonel, Bd 
er- H. EI Com- 
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Commend me to your worthy Father, and as a pledge 


He ever holds my Love, and Service to him, 
Neliver him this poor, but hearty Token, — 


And where I may be his 


The. Ve are too Noble; 
A Wonder here my Lord, that dare be honeſt, 
When all Men hold it vitious: I ſhall deliver it, 
And with it your moſt noble Love. Vour Servant. 
[Exit Burris. 
Were there but two more ſuch at Court, twere Sainted; 
This will buy Brawn this Chriſtmas yet, and Muſcadine. 


Exit. 
SCENE x. 


Enter Ancient, crying Brooms, and after bim ſeverally, 


Four S:Idiers crying orber Things. Boroskie and Gentle- 


men over the Stage, obſerving them. 


IL SON 6G. 

Anc. Broom, Broom, the bonny Bro:m, 
Come buy my Birchen Broom, 
Fil Wars we have no more room, 
Buy all my bouny Broom, 
For a Kiſs take two; 
Tf th:ſe will not do, 
For a little, little Pleaſure, | 
Take all my whole Treaſure : : 
If all theſe will not dt, 
Take the Broom- man to boot. 
Broom, Broom, the bouny Broom. 

1 H. 80 N. 

1 Sol. The Wars are done and gone, 
And Soldiers now neglected, Pedlers are, 


Come Maidens, come along, 


For I can ſbom you handſome, handſome Ware ; 
Powders for, fox the Head, ES” 
And drinks for your Bed, 
To make ye Blith and Bonny. | WE 
As well in the Night we Soldiers can fight, 
And pleaſe a young Wench as any. 


* 


2 Sol. 
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2 Sol. I have fine Potato's, 8 

Ripe Potato s. 

III. SONG. 

3 Sol. Will ye buy any Hontſty, come awdy, 
T [ell it openly by Day, 
I bring no forced Light, nor no Candle 
T9 cozen ye; come buy and bandle : 

This will ſhew the great Man good, 
The Tradeſman where he ſwears and lyes, 

Each Lady of a noble Blood, 

The City Dame to rule her Eyes: 


Te are rich Men now + come buy , and then 


Tll make ye richer, honeſt Men. 


IV. SONG. | (Mend ? 


4 Sol' Have ye any crackt Maiden-heads, tonew Leach or 
ave ye any old Maiden-heads to ſell or to change? 
Bring em to me with a little pretty gin, 
PII clout em, I' mend em, Tl knock in & Pin, 

Shall make en as good Maids again, 

As ever rhey have been. 


Bor. What means all this, why do y'ſell Broome A. 
Is it in wantonneſs, or want? (eient : 
Anc. The only Reaſon is, nnonce. 


To ſweep your Lordſhip's Conſcience: Here's one forthe 


Gape Sir, you have ſwallow'd many a goodlier Matter 
The only caſting for a crazie Conſcience. KP 
208 Will your Lordſhip buy any Honeſty? *rwill be 


or. How is this? (worth your Mony. 


3 Sol. Honeſty my Lord; 'tis here in a quill. 
Anc. Take heed you open it not, for *tis ſo ſuotie, 
The leaſt puff of Wind will blow it out o'th? Kingdom. 
2 So. Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to taſte a fine Potato: 
"Twill advance your whither'd State. 

Anc. Fill your Honour full of noble Itches, 
And make Jack dance in your Lordſhips Breeches. 

1 Sol. If your Daughters on their Beds, 
Have bow'd, or crackt their Maiden-heads z 
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I in 4 Coach with too much Tumbling, 

Thy chance to cry, fie, fo,” what Fumbling; 

IF her Foot ſlip, and down fall ſhe, 

And break her Leg above the Knee, 

The one and thirtieth of February ler this be ta en, 
And they ſhall be arrant Maids again. 

Bor. Ye are brave Soldiers; keep your wantonneſs, 
A Winter will come on to ſhake this wilfulneſs. 
Diſport your ſelves, and when you want your I 

vit. 

Anc. Broom, Broom, &c. | Exeunt ſinging. 


S SCENE VI. 
Enter Alinda, Honora, and Viola. 


Alin. You muſt not be ſo fearful, little one, 
Nor Lady you ſo ſad, you will ne%er make Courtiers 
With theſe dull ſullen Thoughts; this Place is Pleaſure, 


And thoſe that live here, live delightful, joyful - 
Theſe are the Gardens of Adonis, Ladies, 
Where all Sweets to their free and noble uſes, 
Grow ever young and courted. 
Hon. Bleſs me Hcav'n, 
Can things of her Years arrive at theſe Rudiments? 
By your leave, fair Gentlewoman, how long have you 
Alin. Faith much about a Week. (been here? 
Hon. You have ſtudied hard, 
And by my Faith arriv'd at a great Knowledge. 
Vio. Were not you Baſhful at firſt ? | 
Alin. Ay, ay, for an hour or two: 
But when I ſaw People laugh'd at me 65 it, 
And thought it a dull Breeding⁊ 
Fun. You are govern'd here then 
Much aſter the Mens A INS | 
Alin, Ever, Lady: \ 
Hm. And what they think is Honour ole. 
Alin. Moſt preciſely. LAT 
We follow with all Faith. | f--95 1 
Hon. A goodly Cathechiſm. 


Vi, 
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Vio. But baſhful for an Hour or two? 

Alin. Faith to ſay true, | 
I do not think I was ſo long: For look ye, 

"Tis to no end here, put on what ſhape ye will, 

And ſour your ſelf with ne'er ſo much Auſterity, 

You ſhall be courted in the ſame, and won too, 

Tis but ſome two hours more; and ſo much time loſt, 

Which we hold pretious here: In fo much time now | 

As I have told you this, you may loſe a Servant, 

Your Age, nor all your Art, can cer recover. 

Catch me Occaſion as ſhe comes, hold faſt there, 

Till what you do affect is ripen'd to ye. a 

Has the Duke ſeen ye yet? Hon. What if he have not? 
Alin. You do your Beauties too much wrong, appearing 

So full of Sweetneſs, Newneſs; ſet ſo richly, 

As if a Counſel beyond Nature fram'd ye, 

Hon. If we were thus, ſay Heav'n had given theſe 
Muſt we turn theſe to ſin Oblations? (Bleſſings, 

Ain. How fooliſhly this Country way ſhews in ye? 
How full of flegm? Do you come here to pray, Ladies? 
You had beſt cry, Stand away, let me alone Gentlemen, 
Tl tell my Father elſe, 
Vio. This Woman's naught ſure, | 
A very naughty Woman. | 
Hon, Come, ſay on Friend, 

PII be inſtructed by ye. 
Alin. You'll thank me for't. (ſpeaking of. 
Hon. Fither I or the Devilſhall : The Duke you were 
' Alin, *Tis well remembred: Yes let him firſt ſee you, 

Appear not openly till he has view'd ye. 

Hon. He's a very noble Prince, they ſay, 

Alin. O wondrous Gracious ; 5 
And as you may deliver your ſelf at the firſt Viewing. 
For look ye, you muſt bear your ſelf; but take heed 
It be fo ſeaſon'd with a ſweet Humility, 

And grac'd with ſuch a Bounty in your Beauty——— 
Hon. But 1 hope he will offer me no ill? 
Ain. No, no- = OY 

Tis like he will kiſs ye, and play with ye. 

Hon, Play with me, how? 5 
- 1 3 2 Alin: 
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Alin. Why, good Lord, that you are ſuch a Fool now! 
No harm, aſſure your ſelf. 


Vio. Will he play with me too? | 
Alin. Look Babies in your Eyes, my pretty ſweet one: 
There's a fine ſport: Do you know your Lodgings yet? 
Hon. I hear of none. 15 
Alin. I do then, thy are handſome, 
Convenient for Acceſs. *! 
Fo. Accel? © 
Alin. Yes, little one, 
For Viſitation of thoſe Friends and Servants, 
| Your Beauties ſhall make choice of: Friends and Viſits: 
Do not you know thoſe uſes? Alas poor Novice? 
There's a cloſe Couch or two, handſomely placed too. 
Vio. What are thoſe, I pray you? (they are to lie upon, 
Alin. Who would be troubled with ſuch raw things? 
And your Love by ye; anddiſcourſe, and toy in. 
Dio. Alas I have no Love. 
Alin, You mult by any means 
You'll have a hundred, tear not. 
Vio. Honeſty keep me : 
W har ſhall I do with all thoſe? . 
Alin. Y u'll find uſes; 
Ve are ignorant yet, let time work; you mult learn too, 
To lye handſomly in your Bed a Mornings, neatly dreſt 
In a moſt curious Waſtcoat, to ſet ye off well, (too, 
Play with your Bracelets, ſing : You muſt learn to rhime 
And riddle neatly ; ſtudy the hardeit Language, 
And 'tis no matter whether it be ſenſe, or no, 
So it go ſcemly off. Be ſure ye profit 
In kiſſing, kiſſing fweetly - There lies a main Point, 
A Key that opens to all practick Pleaſure; ' 
I'll help ye to a Friend of mine ſhall teach ye, 
And ſuddenly : Your Country way is fulſome. 
Hon. Have ye Schools for all theſe Myſteries? 


Alin. O yes, . 
And ſeveral hours prefix'd to ſtudy in- 

| Ye may have Kalenders to know the good hour, 

And when to take a Jewel: For the ill too, 

When to refuſe, with Obſeryations on 'em ; 


Under 


1 
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Under what Sign 'tis beſt meeting in an Arbor, 

And in what Bow'r, and hour it works; a thouſand, 
When in a Coach, when in a private Lodging, 
With all their Virtues, 

Hon. Have ye ſtudied theſe ? 1 
How beaſtly they become your Youth ? how bawdily? 
A Woman of your Tenderneſs, a Teacher, 73 
Teacher of theſe lewd Arts? of your full Beauty? 

A Man made up in Luſt wou'd loath this in ye: 
The rankeſt Leacher, hate ſuch Impudence. 
They ſay the Devil can aſſume Heav'ns Brightneſs, 
And fo appear to tempt us: Sure thou art no Woman. 
Alin. 1 Joy to find ye thus. 
Hon. Thou haſt no tenderneſs, 
„ No reluctation in thy Heart: Tis miſchief. | 

Alin. All's one for that; read theſe and then be ſatisfi'd, 
A few more private Rules I have gather'd for ye, 
Read em, and well obſerve 'em: fo ] leave ye. Exit. 

Vio. A wondrous wicked Woman: Shame go with thee. 
Hon. What new Pandora's Box is this? I'll ſee it, 
Though preſently I tear it. Read thine, Viola, 
Tis in our own Wills to believe and follow. 
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Worthy Honora, as you have begun 
In Virtue's ſpotleſs School, ſo forward run: 
Purſue that Nobleneſs, and chaſte Deſire 

Don ever had, burn in that holy Fire, 

And a white Martyr to fair Memory 
Give up your Name, unſoild of Infamy. 


How's this? Read yours out Siſter - this amazes me. 


Vio. Fear not, thou yet unblaſted Violet, 
Nor let my wanton Words a Doubt bepet, 
Live in that Peace and Sweetneſs of thy Bud, 
Remember whoſe thou art, and grow ſtill go d. 
Remember what thou art, and ſtand a Story 
Fit for thy noble Sex, and thine own Glory. 


Hon. I know not what to think. 
Vio. Sure a good Woman, 
An Excellent Woman, Siſter. 
Hon, It confounds me 
ö L114 | Lit. 
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| Let 'em uſe all their Arts, if theſe be their Ends, 
The Court I ſay breeds the beſt Foes and Friends. 
Come let's be honeſt Wench, and do our beſt Service. 
Viol. A moſt excellent Woman, I will love her. 


| Exennt. 


— 


6 CFF 
Enter Olympia with a Casket, and Alinda. 


Alin. Adam, the Duke has ſent for the two Ladies. 
Ohm. I prethee go: I know thy Thoughts 
Go, go Alinda, do not mock me more. (are with him. 
I have found thy Heart, Wench, do not wrong thy Miſtreſs, 
IJ hy roo much loving Miſtreſs: Do not abuſe her, 
Alin. By your own fair Hands J underſtand ye not. 

Ohm. By thy own fair Eyes I underſtand thee too much 
Too far, and built a Faith there thou haſt ruin d. 
Go, and enjoy thy With, thy Youth, thy Pleaſure, 
Enjoy the Greatneſs no doubt he has promis'd, 
Enjoy the Service of all Eyes that ſee thee, 

The Glory thou haſt aim'd at, and the Triumph: 
Only this laſt Love I ask, forget thy Miſtreſs. 

Alin. Oh, who has wrong'd me? who has ruin'd me? 
Poor wretched Girl, what Poiſon is flung on thee? 
Excellent Virtue, from whence flows this Anger ? 
Ohm. Go, ask my Brother, ask the Faith thou gav'ſt me, 
Ask all my Favours to thee, ask my Love, . 
Laſt, thy forgetfulneſs of good: Then flyc me, 
For we muſt part, Alinda. 

Alin. Vou are weary of me; 

J muſt confeſs, I was never worth your Service, 
Your bounteous Favours leſs; but that my Duty, 
My ready Will, and all I had to ſerve ye———— 
O Heav'n thou know'it my Honeſty. 

Ohm. No more: 1 tl | 
Take heed, Heav'n has a Juſtice : Take this Ring with ye, 
This doting Spell you gave me: Too well, Alinda, 
Thou knew'ſt the Virtue in't; too well I feel it: Ko | 

| nee = ay 
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Nay keep that too, it may ſometimes remember ye, 
When you are willing to forget who gave it, 
And to what virtuous end. 
Ain. Muſt I go from ye? om 
Of all the Sorrows Sorrow has muſtI part with ye? 
Part with my noble Miſtreſs? 
Olym. Or I with thee, Wench. 
Alin. And part ſtain'd with Opinion? Farewel Lady, 
Happy and bleſſed Lady, Goodneſs keep ye. 
Thus your poor Servant, full of Grief, turns from ye, 
For ever full of Grief, for ever from ye. 5 
I have no Being now, no Friends, no Country, 
I wander Heav'n knows whither, Heav'n knows how. 
No Life, now you areloſt: Only mine Innocence, 
That little left me of my ſelf, goes with me, 
That's all my Bread and Comfort. I confeſs, Madam, 
The Duke has often courted me. 
Ohm. And pour'd his Soul into thee, won thee. 
Alin. Do you think ſo? 
Well, Time that told this Tale, will tell my Truth too, 
And fay ye had a faithful, honeſt Servant: $4.68 
The buſineſs of my Life is now to pray for ye, 
Pray for your virtuous Loves; Pray for your Children, 
When Heav*n ſhall make ye happy. | 
Olym. How ſhe wounds me ! 
Either I amundone, or ſhe muſt go: Take theſe with ye, 
Some Toys may do my Service and this Mony ; 
And when ye want, I love ye not ſo poorly, 
Not yet Alinda, that I wou'd ſee ye periſh. 
Prithee be good, and let me hear: Look on me, 
I love theſe Eyes yet dearly; I have kiſs'd thee, 
And now I'll do't again: Farewel Alinda, 
I am too full to ſpeak more, and too wretched. ¶ Exit. 
Alin. You have my Faith, | 
Andall the World my Fortune. Exit. 


SCENE 1, 
Enter Theodore. 
The. I wou'd fain hear 


W har becomes of theſe two Wenches; ; 
ET IN And 
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What a world of Buſineſs, 


Which by Interpretation are meer Nothings, 
Theſe things have here? Maſs now I think on't better, 
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AndifI can, I will do em good. 


Enter Gentleman paſſmg over the Stage. 
Do you hcar, my honeſt Friend? n | 
He knows no ſuch Name: — 


viſh he be not ſent for one of them | 

To ſome of theſe By-lodgings: Methought I ſaw 

A kind of reference in his Face to Bawd'ry. 
Enter Gentleman, with a Gentlewoman, faſſmg 

5 LOR 5 7 | 

He has her, but tis none of them: Hold faſt Thief: 

An excellent touzing Knave. Miſtreſs "= 

Youareto ſuffer your Penance ſome half hour hence now. 

How far a fine Court Cuſtard with Plums in it 

Will prevail with ore of theſe waiting Gentlewomen, 


They are taken with theſe ſoluble things exceedingly z 


This is ſome Yeoman o'th'Botrles now that has ſent for her, 
That ſhe calls Father: Now woto this Ale Incence. 
By your leave Sir. 5 
Fe aS. 
Ser. Well Sir; what's your pleaſure with me? 
The. Vou do not know the way to the Maids Lodgings ? 
der. Ves indeed do I Sir. 
_ The. But you will not tell me? 
Ser. No indeed will not I, becauſe you doubt it. ¶ Exit. 
Enter ſecond Servant. 
The. Theſeare fine Gim-cracks: Hey, here comes ano- 
A Flagon full of Wine in's Hand, I take it. (ther. 
Well mer my Friend, is that Wine? 
2. Ser. Yes indeed is it. 
The. Faith I'll Drink on't then. 
2 Ser. Ye may, becauſe ye have ſworn, Sir. 
The. Tis very good, I'll drink a great deal now, Sir. 
2 Ser. I cannot help it, Sir. | 
The. I'll drink more yet. 
2 Ser. Tis in your own Hands. 
The. There's your Pot, I thank ye. 
Pray let me drink again. 
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2 Ser. Faith but ye ſhall not. 1 | 

Now have 1 ſworn, I take it. Fare yewell, Sir. [ Exit. 
5 Euter Lady. 

The. This is the fineſt place to live in I &er enter'd. 
Here comes a Gentlewoman, and alone; I'll to her. 
Madam, my Lord my Maſter. 

Lady. Who's your Lord, Sir? 

The. The Lord Boroskie, Lady. 

Lady. Pray excuſe me: 

Here's ſomething for your pains: Within this hour, Sir, 
One of theſe choice young Ladies {hall attend him: 

Pray let it be in that Chamber jurs out to the Water; 
"Tis private and convenient: Do my humble Service 

To my honourable good Lord, | beſeech ye Sir 

If it pleaſe you to viſita poor Lady 


You carry the *haviour of a noble Gentleman. 
The. I ſhall be bold. 
Lady. * Tis a good aptneſs in ye. 
Ilie here in the Woocd- yard, the blue Lodgings, Sir; 
They call me merrily the Lady of the dir; 
K A little I know what belongs to a Gentleman, 
. And if you pleaſe take the pains. I. 
3 The. Dear Lady, take the pains? _ (now, 
5 Why a Horſe wou'd not take the pains that th-u requir'ſt 
N To cleave old Crab- tree. One of the choice young Ladies? 


I wou'd I had let this Bawd go, ſhe has trighted me; 
I am cruelly afraid of one of my Tribe now; 

But if they will do, the Devil cannot ſtop'em. 

Why ſhou'd he havea young Lady? Are Women now 
O'th' Nature of Bottles, to be ſtopt with Corks? 
O the thouſand little furies that fly here now? 

How now Capta'n? . 


| Enter Putskie. 

Purſ. I come to ſeek you our, Sir, 
And all the Town I have travell'd. 

The. What's the News, Man? 

Purſ. That that concerns us all, and very nearly. 
The Duke this Night holds a great Feaſt at Court, 
To which he bids for Gueſts all his old Counſellors, 
And all his Favourites: Your Father's ſent for. 1 

2 8 ' The. 
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The. Why he is neither in Council, nor in Favour: 
Purſ. That's it: Have an Eye now, or never, and a quick 
An Eye that muſt not wink from good Intelligence. (one, 
I heard a Bird ſing, they mean him no good Office. 
| 5 | =o ARS. 
The. Art {ure he {ups here? 
a. Putſ. Sure as tis Day. 
1 The. Tis like then. . 
1 „ How now, where haſt thou been, Ancient? 
—_ Anc. Meaſuring the City: 
2 I have left my Brooms at Gate here; 
By this time the Porter has ſtole em to ſweep, out Raſcals, 
The. Brooms ? 
Anc. Thave been crying Brooms all the Town over, 
And ſuch a Mart J have made, there's no Trade near it. 
O the young handſome Wenches, how they twitter'd, 
Whenthey but ſaw me ſhake my W are, and ſing too; 
Come hither Maſter Broom- man I beſeech ye: 
Good Maſter Broom-man hither, cries another. 
IT be. Thou art a mad Fellow. . 
Anc. They are all as mad as I: They all have Trades now, 
And roar about the Streets like Bull- Beggars. 
The. What Company of Seldiers are they? 
Anc. By this means I have gather'd 
Above a thouſand tall and hardy Soldiers, 
If need be, Colonel. 
The, That need's come, Ancient, 
And 'twas diſcreetly done. Go, draw 'em preſently, 
But without ſuſpicion: This Night we ſhall need' em? 
Let 'em be near the Court, let Puzskie guide em; 
And wait me for occaſion: Here Þ'II ſtay ſtill. 'Y 
Purſe If it fall out, weare ready; if not, we are ſcatter'd: iP 
I'll wait ye at an Inch. 3 
The. Do, Farewel. I [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Duke, and Boroskie. 
Duke. Are the Soldiers ſtill ſo mutinous? 
Bor. More than ever; = 
No Law nor Juſtice frights em: All the Town — . 
; | — ey 
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They play new Pranks and Gambols: No Man's Perſon, 
Of what degree ſoever, free from Abuſes: 
And durſt they do this, (let your Grace conſider ) 
Theſe monſtrous, moſt offenſive things, theſe Villanies, 
Tf not ſet on, and fed? If not by one 
They honour more than you? And more aw'd by him? 
Dufte. Happily their own Wants. 4 
Bor. I offer to ſupply 'em, 1 / 
Andev'ry hour make tender of their Monies. 
They ſcornit, laugh at me that offer it : 
I fear the next Device will be my Lite, Sir; 
And willingly T'll give it, ſo they ſtay there. 
Duke. Do you think Lord Archas privy ? 
Bor. More than Thought, 
T know it Sir, I know they durſt not do 
Theſe violent rude things, abuſe the State thus, 
But that they have a hope by his Ambition. 
Duke. No more: He's ſent for? 
Bor. Yes, and will behere ſure. 
Duke. Let metalk further with you anon. 
Bor. I'll wait, Sir. 
Duke. Did you ſpeak to the Ladies? 
Bor. They'll attend your Grace preſently. 
Duke. How do you like em? 
Bor. My Eyes are too dull Judges. 
They wait here, Sir. Exit. 
Enter Honora, and Viola. . 
Duke. Be you gone then. Come in, Ladies, (ſhines, 
Welcome toth* Court ſweet Beauties; now the Court 
When ſuch true beams of Beauty ſtrike amongſt us: 
Welcome, welcome, ev'n as your own Joys welcome. 
How do you like the Court? How ſeems it to you? 
Ist not a Place created for all Sweetneſs? 
Why were you made ſuch Strangers to this Happineſs? 
Barr'd the Delights this holds? The richeſt Jewels 
Set ne'er ſo well, if then not worn to wonder, 
By judging Eyes not ſet off, loſe their Luſtre: 
Your Country Shades are faint; blaſters of Beauty: 
The Manners, like the Place, obſcure and heavy; 
he Roſe-b uds of the Beauties turn to Cankers, 
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Eaten with inward Thoughts; while there ye wander. 

Here Ladies, here, you were not made for Cloiſters, 

Here is the Sphere you move in: Here ſhine nobly, 
And by your powerful Influence command all. 

What a ſweet Modeſty dwells round about em, 

And like a nipping Morn pulls in their Bloſſoms? 
Hon. Your Grace ſpeaks cunningly; you do not this, 

I hope, Sir, to betray us; we are poor Triumphs; 

Nor can our loſs of Honour add to you, Sir: 

Great Men, and great Thoughts, feek things great and 

Subjects to make em live, and not to loſe em; (worthy, 

Conqueſts ſo nobly won, can never periſh 
We are two fimple Maids, untutot'd here, Sir; 
Two honeſt Maids, is that a fin at Court, Sir? 

Our breeding is Obedience, but to good things, 

To, virtuous and to fair: What wou'd you win on us? 

Why do Lask that Queſtion, when I have found ye? 

Your Preamble has pour'd your Heart out to us; 

You would diſhonour us; which in your Tranſlation 

Here at the Court. reads thus, your Grace wou'd love us, 

Moſt dearly love us: Stick us up for Miſtreſſes: 

Mot certain, there are thouſands of our Sex, Sir, 

That wou'd be glad of this, and handſome Women, 

And crowd into this favour, fair young Women, 

Excellent Beauties, Sir: When ye have enjoy'd'em, (then? 

And ſuckt thoſe Sweets they have, what Saints are theſe 

What wworſhip have they won? what Name? you gueſs, Sir; 

Whar Story added to their Time, a ſweet one? 

Duke. A brave ſpirited Wench. 
Hon. VII tell your Grace, 27 

And tell ye true: Ye are deceiv'd in us two, Rs 

Extremely cozen'd, Sir: And yet in my Eye 

You are the handſom'ſt Man I ever look*d on, 

The goodlieſt Gentleman; rake that hope with ye; 

And were I fit to be your Wife (fo much I honour ye) 

Truſt me I would ſcratch for ye but I wou'd have ye. 

1 wou'd woo you then. | 5 | 
Duke. She amazes me: But how am I decciv'd? 
Hon. O we are too honeſt, © 3 

Believe it, Sir, too honeſt, far too honeſt, 
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The way that you propound too ignorant, 
And there's no medling with us; for we are Fools too, 
Obſtinate, peeviſh Fools: If I wou'd be ill, 
And had a Wanton's itch, to kick my Heels up, 
I wou'd not leap into th' Sun, and do't there, 
That all the World might ſee me: An obſcure Shade, Sir, 
Dark as the Deed, there is no truſting Light with it, 
Nor that that's lighter far, vain-glorious Greatneſs. 

Duke. You will love me as your Friend? 

Hon. I will honour ye, | | 
As your poor bumble Handmaid ſerve, and pray for ye. 

Duke, What ſays my little one; youare not ſo obſtinate? 
Lord how ſhe bluſhes: Here are truly fair Souls. 
Come, you will be my Love? 

Vio. Good Sir be good to me, 

Indeed Vl do the beſt I can to pleaſe ye; 
I do beſeech your Grace: Alas I fear ye. 

Duke. What ſhoud'ſt thou fear? 

Hon. Fie Sir, this is not noble. 

Duke. Why do I ſtand intreating, where my Pow'r- 

Hon. Y ou have no Power, atleaſt you ought to have none 
In bad and beaſtly things: Arm'd thus, Tu dye here, 
Before ſhe ſuffer wrong. | 

Duke. Another Archas ? | 

Hon. His Child, Sir, and his Spirit. 

Duke. VI deal with you then, NY 
For here's the Honour to be won: Sit down, Sweet, 
Prithee Honora fit. ; 5 

Hon. Now ye intreat, I will, Sir. 

Duke, I do, and will deſerve it. 

Hon. That's too much Kindneſs. 

Duke. Prithee look on me. 

Hon. Yes: I love to ſee ye, 5 
And cou'd look on an Age thus, and admire ye: 
While ye are good and temperate-I dare touch ye, 
Kiſs your white Hand. SE | | 

Duke. Why not my Lips? 

Hon. I. dave, Sir: 

Duke. I do not think ye dare. 

Hon. 1 am no Coward. ö D 
| 0 
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Li! Do you beheve me now? or now? or now, Sir? 
1 
| 


| You make me bluſh: But ſure I mean no ill, Sir: 
It had been fitter you had kiſs'd me. (me? 
Duke. That I'll do too. What haſt thou wrought into 
Hon. J hope all Goodneſs: 
1 While ye are thus, thus honeſt, I dare do any thing; 
| Thus hang about your Neck, and thus doat on ye; 
q Bleſs thoſe fair Lights: Hell take me if I durſt not 
| gut good Sir pardon me. Siſter come hither, 
| Come hither, fear not, Wench : Come hither, bluſh not, 
Come kiſs the Prince, the virtuous Prince, the good Prince 
Certain he is excellent honeſt. 
Duke. Thou wilt make me — 
Hon. Sit down, and hug him ſoftly. 
| | Duke. Fie, Honora, 
| th Wanton Honora; is this the Modeſty, 
bi The noble Chaſtity your Onſet ſhew'd me, 
. At firſt Charge beaten back? Away. 
Hon. Thank ye: | 
1 Upon my Knees I pray, Heav'n too may thank ye; 
| Ye have deceiv'd me cunningly, yet noblyz 
1 A Scene of greater Honour you ne'er acted: 
. I knew Fame was a Liar, too long, and loud Tongu'd, 
bt | | And now I have found it. O my virtuous Maſter. 
wt | Vio. My virtuous Maſter too. 
ll | Hon. Now you are thus, 4 
What ſhall become of me let Fortune caſt for't. 
=_ „ . Enter Alinda. 
a | Duke. VII be that Fortune, if I live, Honora, 
| | Thou haſt done a cure upon me, Counſel cou'd not. 
Wt | | Aliu. Here take your Ring, Sir, and whom ye mean to 
i | | Give it to her next; I have paid for't dearly. (ruin, 
al | „ Hon. Ang her?” 
[| Duke. Why frowns my fair Alinda? 

IN I have forgot both theſe again. Alin. Stand ſtill, Sir, 
—_— Ye have that violent killing fire upon ye, "2 
ll | Conſumes all Honour, Credit, Faith. Hon. How's this? 

Alin. My Royal Miſtreſs favour towards me, — 


b - Woc-worth ye, Sir, ye have popſom d, blaſted. - 
ol | Ea Duke. I, Sweet? 1 
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Alin. You have taken that unmanly liberty, 
Which in a worſe Man is yain-glorious feigning, 

And kill'd my Truth. Se: 

Duke, Upon my Life 'tis falſe, Wench: _ 

Alin. Ladies, take heed, ye have a cunning Gameſter, 
A handſome, and a high; come ſtor'd with Antidotes, 
He has Iofettions elſe will fire your Bloods: 

Duke. Prithee Alinda hear me. 

Ain. Words ſteept in Honey, _. 

That will ſo melt into your Minds, buy Chaſtity, 
A thouſand ways, a thouſand knots to tye ye; 
And when he has bound ye his, a thouſand Ruins: 
A poor loſt Woman ye have made me. 

Duke. I'll maintain thee, and nobly too. 

Alin. Thar Gin's too weak to take me. | 
Take heed, take heed, young Ladies: Still take heed; 
Take heed of Promiſes, take heed of Gifts, 

Of forced, feigned Sorrows, Sighs, take heed. 

Duke. By all that's mine, Alinda 

Alin. Swear by your miſchiefs. 

O whither ſhall Igo? 
Due. Go back again, 41 
I'll force her take thee, love thee: 

Alin, Fare ye well, Sir, 3 
I will not — ye; only this dwell with xe 
Whenever ye love, a falſe Belief light on ye: Exit. 

Hon. Weill take our leaves too, Sir. 
Dake. Part all the World now, 

Since ſhe 1s gone. f | . 

Hon. You are crooked yet, dear Mafter, |, 
And ſtill I fear —— | LExeunt; 

Duke. I am vext, and ſome ſhall find it. Ex. f:. 


Enter Arthas, and a Servant: 

Arch. Tis ſtrange 1 7 
To me to ſee the Court, and welcon e. 
O Royal Place, how have I lov'd and ſ(ery'd thee? 

Who lies on this fide, know'ſt thou? 3 


— 
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Ser. The Lord Burris. 


pi Thou haſt nam: da Gentleman 
I ſtand much bound to: 
I think he ſent the Casket, Sir? 

ber. The ſame, Sir. 


- Arch. An honeſt- minded Man, a ible Conitier: 
The Dake made perfect Choice when he took him. 
Go you home, I ſhall hit the way 


Without a Guide now. 


Ser. Vou may want ſomething, Sir. 
Arch. Only my Horſes, 


W hich after Supper let the Groom wait with: 


Fl have no more attendance here. 
Ser. Your will, Sir. n 


"Enter Theodore. 
The. You are well met here, Sir. 
Arch. How now, Boy, 


How doſt thou? 

| The. I ſhould ase 
You that Queſtion: How do you, Sir? 
How do you feel your (elf? 


Arch. Why well, and luſty. 
The. What do you here then? 
Arch; Why I am ſent for 


To Supper with the Duke. | 
he. Have you no Meat at home? 


Or do you lon ng to feed as hunted Deer do, g 


In doubt and fear? 


Arch. 1 have an : lions mac by 
And can I uſe it better 


Than among my Friends, Boy? 


How do the Wenches? 


The. They do well enough, "ll 7 


They know the worſt by this time: pray be rul d, 8, 
Go home again, and if ye have a Suppcry 


Fat it in quiet there: This is no place tor Fer 
Eſpecially at this time, 


Take my word fort. 

Arch. May be they'll drink hard; 
I could have drunk my ſhare, Boy. 
Though I am old, I will not out. 
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The. J hope you will. 
Hark in your Ear: The Court's 
Too quick of hearing. 

Arch. Not mean me well? 
Thou art abus'd and cozen'd. 
Away, away. 
The. To that end, Sir, I tell ye. 
Away, if you love your (elf. 

Arch. Who dare do theſe things, 
That ever heard of Honeſty ? 

The. Old Gentleman, 
Take a Fool's Counſel. 

Arch. *Tis a Fool's indeed; 
A very Fool's : Thou haſt more of 
Theſe flams in thee, theſe muſty doubts: 
Is't fit the Duke ſend for me, | 
And honour me to eat within his Preſence, 
And I, like a tall Fellow, play at bo-peep 
With bis Pleaſure? 

The. Take heed | 
Of bo-peep with your Pate, your Pate, Sir, 
I ſpeak plain Language now. 
Arch. If twere not here, 
Where Reverence bids me hold, 
I wou'd ſo ſwinge thee, thou rude, 
Unmanner'd Knave. Take from his Bounty, 
His Honour that he gives me, to beget 
Sawcy, and ſullen fears? 

. You are not mad ſure: 

By this fair Light, I ſpeak 
But what is whiſper d, 
And whiſper'd for a Truth. 
7. A Dog Drunken People, 
That in their Pot ſce Viſions, 
And turn States, Mad-men and Children: 
Prithee do not follow me; | 
I tell thee I am angry: 
Do not follow me. 

The. 1 am as angry 
As you fr your Hearty” 5 re 
8 Ay 
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| Ay andas wilful too: Go, like a Woodcock, 
1 And thruſt your Neck i'th'Nooſe. 
wh - Arch. I'll kill thee, 


And thou ſpeak'ſt but three, words more. 
Do not follow me. 


Exit. 
The. A ſtrange old fooliſh Fellow: 1 ſhall hear yer, 
| And if I do not my part, hiſs at me. a 


S C E N E WAA 
Enter two Servants, preparing a Banquet. 


1 Serv, Believe me, Fellow, here will be luſty drinking. 
Many a waſnt Pate in Wine I warrant thee. (ſcience 
28er. Iam glad the old General's come: Upon my Con- 
That joy will make half the Court h Hark the 


They are coming on; away. (F rumpets, 
1. Ser. We'll have a rowſe too. | Exeunt. 
- Enter Duke, Archas, Burris, Boroskie, Attendants 
and Gentlemen. 


Duke. Come ſcat your ſelves: Lord Archas ſit 705 there. 
Arch. Tis far above my Worth. 
Duke. I'll have it ſo: 
Are all things ready? | 
Bor. All the Guards are fer, 
The Court Gates are ſhut.- _ 


Duke. Then do as I preſcrib'd ye. 
Be ſure no furtber. 


Bor. I ſhall well obſerve ye. 3h __  - (tlemen- 
Duke.Come bring ſome Wine; here's to o my n Gen- 


1 8 þ4 
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A Health, and Mirth fo all. 

Arch. Pray fill it full, Sir. r * 
Tis a high Health to Virtue: Here Lo Buri, 
A Maiden Health: You are moſt fit to pledge it; 
Lou have a Maiden Soul, and much I honour it. 
Paſſion o me, ye are ſad, Man. 

Duke. How now, Burris? 1 
Oo to, no more of this. 

Arch. Take the rowſe freely, 
*Twill warm your Blood, and make ye fit for jolliry. 
Your Grace $ —' ; When we get a Cup, Sir, 


We 
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We old Men prate apace. 
Duke. Mirth makes a Banquet; 
As you love me no more, | 
Bur. I thank your Grace. 
Give me it; Lord Boroskte. 
Bor. L have ill Brains, Sir. 
Bur. Damnable il, I know it. 
Bor. But I' pledge, Sir, 
This virtuous Health, _ 
Bur. The more unfit for thy Mouth. 
Enter tmo Servants with Cloaks. (nobly, 
Dufte. Come, bring out Robes, and let my Gueſts look 
Fit for my Love and Preſence. Begin downward. 
Off with your Cloaks, take new. | 
Arch. Your. Grace deals tral, NT 
Like a munificent Prince, with your poor Subjects. 
Who wou'd not fight for you? W hat cold dull Coward 
Durſt ſeck to fave his Life when you wou' ask it? 
Begin a new Health in your new Adornments, 
The Duke's, the Royal Duke's: Ha! what have got, 
Sir? ha! the Robe of Death? Ok 
Duke. You have deſeryd it. | (me? 
Arch. The Liv'ry of the Grave? Do you ſtart all from 
Do I ſmell of Earth already? Sir, look on me, 
And like a Man; is this your Entertainment? 
Do you bid yaur worthieſt Gueſts to bloody Banquets? : 
| 3 Enter a Guard. 
A Guard upon me too? This is too foul play 
Boy to thy good, thine Honour; thou wretched Ruler, 
Thou Son of Fools and Flatterers, Heir of Hypocrites, 
Am I ſerv'd in a Hearſe, that ſav'd ye all? JE 
Are ye Men or Devils? Do ye gape upon me, 
Wider, and ſwallow all my Services? 
Entomb them firſt, my Faith next, then my Integrity, 
And let theſe ſtruggle with your mangy Minds, . 
Your ſear'd, and feal'd up Conſciences, till they burſt. 
Bor. Theſe words are Death. 5 . 
Arch. No, thoſe Deeds that want Rewards, Sirrah, 
Thoſe Battels I have fought, thoſe horrid Danger 87 
Leaner than Death, and Wilder than Deſtruction, 
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Thave cb d upon, theſe honour'd Wounds, timesStory, 
The Blood I have loft, the Youth, the Sorrows ſuffer'd, 
Theſe are my Death, theſe that can neꝰ er be recompenc'd, 
Theſe that ye ſit a brooding on like Toads, 
| Sucking from my deſerts the Sweets and Savours, 
And render me no pay again but Poiſons, _ 
Bor. The proud vain Soldier thou haſt 3 — 
Arch. Thou lieſt. | 
Now by mylittle time of Life lieft baſely, oh 
M aliciouſly and loudly: How I ſcorn thee! 
If I had ſwell'd the Soldier, or intended 
An act in Perſon, leaning to Diſhonour, 
As ye wou'd fain have foro d me, witneſs Heav'n, 
W here cleareſt underſtanding of all Truth is, 
(For theſeare ſpightſul Men, and know no Piety) 
When Olin came, grim Olin, when his Marches, 
is laſt Incurſions, made the City ſwear, 
And drove before him, as a Storm drives Hail, 
Such ſhow'rs of froſted Fears, ſhook all your Heart-ſtrings; 
Then, whenthe Volga trembled at his Terrour, 
And hid his ſeven curl'd Heads, afraid of bruiſing, 
By his arm'd Horſes Hoofs, had been falſe then, 
Gr blown a treach'rous fire into the Soldier, 
Had but one ſpark of Villany liv'd within me, 
YCead had ſome ſhadow for this black about me. 
W here was your Soldierſhip? Why went not vou out: ? 
And all your right honourable Valour with ye: 
Why met ye not the Tatar, and defy'd him? 
Drew your dead-doing Sword, and bäckl d with him? 
Shot through his Squadrons like a fiery Meteor? 
And as we ſee a dreadful clap of Thunder 
RNend the {tiff hearted Oaks, and toſs their Roots u 
Why did not you ſo charge him? Vou were ſick chen, 
You that dare taint my Credit flipt to Bed then, 
Ste wing and fainting with the Fears ye had, 
A Whoreſon ſhaking fit oppreſt your Lordibip. 
Fluſh Coward, Knave, and all the World hiſs at thee. 
Duke. Exceed not my Command. es 85 
Bor. I ſhall ohſerve it. 


. Arch. ATeyOu gone too ? Come, weepnot, boeh 
Go 
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Good loving Lord, no more Tears: Tis not his Malice, 
This Fellow's Malice, nor the Duke's Diſpleaſure, 

By bold bad Men crowded into his Nature, 

Gn ſtartle me. Fortune ne'er raz d this Fort yet. 

I am the ſame, the ſame Man, Living, Dying; 

The ſame Mind to em both, I poize thus equal; 
Only the Jugling way that toll'd me to it, | 
The Judas way, to kiſs me, bid me welcome, 

And cut my Throat, a little ſticks upon me. 
Farewel, commend me to his Grace, and tell him, 
The World! is full of Servants, he may have many: 
And ſome I wiſh him honeſt: He's undone elſe: 

But ſuch another doating 4rchas never, 

So try'd and touch'd a Faith: Farewel for ever. | 
Bur. Be ſtrong my Lord: You muſt not go thus lightly. 
Arch; Now what's to do? What ſays the Lawunto me? 7 

Give me my great Offence that ſpeaks me Guilty. = 4 

Bor. Laying aſide a thouſand petty matters, ; 

AsScorns, andinſolencies both from your ſelf and Follow " 
Which you pur firſt fire to, and theſe are deadly, 
I come to one main Cauſe, which though it carries 

A ſtrangeneſs in the Circumſtance, it carries Death too, 

Not to be pardon d neither. Ve have done a Sacrilege 
Arch High Heav'n defend me Man: How, how Boros&i6? 
Bor. Ve have took from the Temple thoſe vowꝰ'd Arms, 

The holy Ornament you hung up there, 

No abſolution of your Vow, no Order 

From holy Church to give em back unto you, 

After An were purified from War, and reſted 

From Blood, made clean by Ceremony: From the Altar 

You ſnatch'd em up again, again ye wore em, 

Again you ſtain'd'em, n your Vow, the Church too, 

And rob'd it of chat right was none of yours, Sir, 

For which the Law requires your Head, yeknow it. 
Arch, Thoſe Arms I Fought | in laſt? 
** The ſame. 

Arch. God-a-mercy, 
Thou haſt hunted out a 1 cauſe to kill mo: 
A ſubtle one: I die, for ſaving all vou; 
4 God Sir, remember, if 1 can, the neceſſity. 
* Mm 1 The 
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The ſuddenneſs of time, the State all ſtood in; 

I was entreated to, kneel'd to, and pray'd to, 

The Duke himſelf, the Princes, all the Nobles, 

The cries of Infants, Bed-rid Fathers, Virgins; 

Prethee find out a better Caule, a handſomer, 

This will undo thee too: People will ſpit at thee, 

The Devil himſelf would be aſham'd of this Cauſe 

Becauſe my haſte made me forget the Ceremony, 

The preſent Danger 4121 where, muſt my Life ſatisfie? 
Bor. It muſt, and ſfiall. i | 
Arch. O baſe ungratetul People, 

Have ye no other Swords to cut my Throat with 

But mine own Nobleneſs? I confels,. I took 'em, 

The Vow not yet abſolv'd I hung 'em up with: 

Wore 'em, fought in'em, gilded em again 

In the fierce Tartars Bloods; for you I took 'em, 

For your peculiar Safety, Lord, for all, 4 
I wore 'em for my Country's health, that groan'd then: 3 
'Toak from the Temple, to preſerve the Temple; 4 

That holy Place, and all the ſacred Monuments, - 
'The reverend Shrines of Saints, ador'd and honour'd, 
Had been conſum'd to Aſhes, their own Sacrifice, 

Had I been ſlack, or ſtaid that Abſolution, 

No Prieſt hadliv'd to give it. My own Honour, 

Cure of my Country, murder me? | f 

Bor. No, no, Sir. 

T fhall force that from ye, will make this Cauſe light too. 
Away with him: I ſhall pluck down that Heart, Sir. 

Arch. Break it thou may'ſt; but if it bend for Pity, | 

Doggs and Kites eat it. Come, I am Honour's Martyr.[ Ex. 
1 Enter Duke, and Burris. 
Duke. Exceed my Warrant? 
Bur. You know he loves him not. 


Duke. He dares as well eat Death, as do it, eat Wild- fire. 
Through a few Fears I mean to try his Goodneſs, 
That I may find him fit to wear here, Burris, 

I know Boroskie hates him, to Death hates him, | 
I know he's a Serpent too, aſwoln one, [Noiſe * 
6 "FT 3 4 5 5 7 ks. Sk rae. a2 it ut 
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But I have pull'd his Sting out. What Noiſe is that? 
The. within, Down with 'em, down with 'em, down 
Sol. within. Stand, ſtand, ſtand. (with the Gates. 
Putſ. within. Fire the Palace before ye. 

Bur. Upon my Life the Soldier, Sir, the Soldier, 

A miſerable time is come. 

Enter Gentleman. 

Gent. Oh ſave hm, . 3 45 
Upon my Knees, my Heart's Knees, ſave Lord Archas, 
We are undone elſe. 

Duke, Dares he touch his Body? 

Gent. He racks him fearfully, moſt fearfully. 

Duke. Away Burris, ö | 
Take Men, and take him from him, clap him up, 

And if I live, Ill find a ſtrange Death for him. | Ex. Bur. 

Are the Soldiers broke in? | 
Gent. By this time ſure they are, Sir, 

They beat the Gates extreamly, beat the People. 

| Duke. Get me a Guard about me; make ſure the Lodg- 

And ſpeak the Soldiers fair. | (ings, 
Gent. Pray Heav'n that take, Sir. _[Exennt. 
Enter Putskie, Ancient, and Soldiers, with Torches. 
Putſ., Give us the General, we'll fire the Court elſe, 

Render him ſafe and well. . 
Auc. Do not fire the Cellar, Weather, 

There's excellent Wine in't, Captain, and though it be cold 

I do not love it mull'd; bring out the General, 

We'll light ye ſuch a Bone- fire elſe: Where are ye? 

Speak, or we'll toſs your Turrets ; peep out of your Hives, 

We'll ſmoke ye elſe: Is not that a Noſe there? 

Put out that Noſe again, and if thou dar'ſt 

But blow it before us: Now he creeps out on's Burrough. 

| Enter Gentleman, 

Pur ſ. Give us the General. 

Gent. Ves, Gentlemen; or any thing ye can deſire. 
 Anc. You Musk-cat, 5 5 "FE 
Cordevant-skin, we will not take your Anſwer. (hither. 

Putſ. Where is the Duke? Speak ſuddenly, and ſend him 

Anc. Or we'll ſo fry your Buttocks. 

Gent, Good ſweet Gentlemen 


Anc. 
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Ane. We are neither good nor ſweet, we are Soldiers, 
And you Miſcreants that abuſe the General. 
Give fire my Boys, tis a dark Evening, 

Let's light em to their Lodging. a 

Enter Olympia, Honora, Viola, Theodore, aud Women. 
Hin. Good Brother be not fierce... L 

The. I will not hurt her; fear not, ſweet Lady. 

Olym. Nay, do what you pleaſe, Sir, 

I have a Sorrow that exceeds all yours, 

And more contemns all Danger. 

Enter Duke, above. 

The. Where is the Duke? | 
Duke. He's here; what wou'd ye Soldiers? Wherefore 

Like mutinous Mad-men thus? ö (troop ye 

Ibe. Give me my Father. | 
Putſ. Anc. Give us our General, 

The. Set him here before us, 1 | 
Ve ſee che pledge we have got; ye ſee the Torches; 
All ſhall to Aſhes, as I live, immediately, "a 
A thouſand Lives for one. Ex 

Duke. But hear me? 

Purſ. No, we come not to Diſpute. 

: Enter Archas, and Burris. 

The, By Heav'n I (wear he's rackt and whipt. 

_ Hon. Oh my poor Father! 
Putſ. Burn, kill and burn, 
Arch. Hold, hold, I ſay: Hold Soldiers, 
On your Allegiance hold, 
The. We muſt not. 
Arch, Hold: 8 3 
Iſwear by Heav'n he is a barbarous Traitor ſtirs firſt, 
A Villain, and a Stranger to Obedience, 
Never my Soldier more, nor Friend to Honour. 
Why did you uſe your old Man thus? Thus cruclly 
Torture his poor weak Body? I ever lov'd ye. 
Duke. Forget me in theſe wrongs, moſt noble Archas. 
Arch. ThaveBalm enough for all my hurts: Weep no 
A ſatisfaction for a thouſand Sorrows. (more, Sir, 
I do believe you innocent, a good Man, 


And Heav'n fergive that naughty ching that . 
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Why look ye wild, my Friends? Why ſtare ye on me? 
J charge ye, as ye are Men, my Men, my Lovers, 
As ye are honeſt faithful Men, fair Soldiers, 
Let down your Anger: Is not this our Soveraign? 
The head of Mercy, andof Law ? W ho dares then, 
But Rebels, ſcorning Law, appear thus violent? 
Is this a place for Swords? For threatning Fires? 
The Rev'rence of this Houſe dares any touch, 
But with obedient Knees, and pious Duties? 
Are we not all his Subjects? All ſworn to him? 
Has not he pow'rto puniſh our Offences ? 
And do we not daily fall into them? Aſſure your ſelves 
I did offend, and highly, grievouſſy, F 
This good, ſweet Prince 1 offended, my Life forfeited, 
Which yet his Mercy, and his old Love met with, 
And only let me feel his light Rod this way: 
Ve are to thank him for your General, | 
Pray for his Life and Fortune; {wear your Bloods for him. 
Ve are Offenders too, daily Offenders, 
Proud Inſolencies dwell in your Hearts, and ye do 'em, 
Do 'em againſt his Peace, his Law, his Perſon; 
Ye ſee he only Sorrows for your Sins, 
And where his Pow'r might perſecute, forgives ye: 
For ſhame put up your Swords, for Honeſty, 
For Orders fake, and whoſe ye are, my Soldiers 

Be not ſo rude. . OO 0 | 

_ The. They have drawn Blood from you, Sir. 

Arch. That was the Blood rebell'd, the naughty Blood, 
The proud provoking Blood; tis well *tis out, Boy; 
Give you Example firſt , draw out, and orderly. 
Fon. Good Brother, do. 2 

Arch. Honeſt and high Example, 

As thou wilt have my Bleſſing follow thee, 

Inherit all mine Honours: Thank ye Theodore, 

My worthyan. Oo 

_ The. If harm come, thank your ſelf, Sir, 
„„ eee e 

Arch. Captain, you know the way now: 
A good Man, and a Valiant, you were ever, 

Inclin'd to honeſt things; Ithank ye, Captain, [Ex. fol 


He's faſt, I hope. 
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Soldiers, I. thank ye all: And love me ſtill, 


But do not love me ſo you loſe Allegiance, 


Love that above your Lives: Once more I thank ye. 


Duke. Bring him to Reſt, and let our Cares wait on him; 
Thou excellent old Man, thou top of Honour, 
Where Juſtice and Obedience only build, 

Thou ſtock of Virtue, how am I bound to love thee! 
In all thy noble ways to follow thee! 

Bur. Remember him that vext him, Sir. 

Duke. Remember? 1 yy 
W hen I forget that Villain, and to pay him 
For all his Miſchiefs, may all good Thoughts forget me. 

Arch. I am very fore. _ 

Duke. Bring him to Bed with eaſe, Gentlemen, 

For every Stripe I'll drop a Tear to waſh 'em, 
And in my fad Repentance— ——— 
; Arch. Tis too much, 6 
l havea Life yet left to gain that Love, Sir. [ Exeunr. 


„ 
. 
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AG .SCENEtTL 
Enter Duke, Burris, and Gentlemen. 
Duke. OW does Lord Archas? _ 1 
| Bur. But weak, and't pleaſe ye; 
Yet all the helps that Art can, are applied to him; 
His Heart's untoucht, and whole yet; and no doubt, Sir, 


His 7 ſound, his Body ſoon will follow. (too; 


Duke.O that baſe Knave that wrong d him, without leave 
But I ſhall find an hour to give him Thanks for't; 
Bur. As faſt as Irons can keep him: 
But the moſt fearful Wretch ——— 
Danke. He has a Conſcience, _ 
A cruel ſtinging one I warrant him 
A loaden one: Bur what news of the Soldier? 

I did not like their parting, *twas too ſullen. | | 
Bur. That they keep ſtill, and I fear a worſe Clap; 
They are drawn out of the Town, and ſtand in Counſels, 
Hatching unquiet Thoughts, and cruel Purpoſes; : 


# 
. 
* 
* 8 
8 
48 
„ 
I 
Ito 
1 
Rd 5. 5 
by 
C. + 
4 
„ 
3 
3 X4 
- ns 
* * 
8 
BN 
WA 
It 
SE 
VE 
Ib 
Fs 
LSE; 
A." 
4.5.44 
2 1 
5 
73 
2 
raph 
2 
85 5 
* 
He 
2 
9 
2 
2x 
Jr 
25 
5 
be: 
ape, 7 
= 
— 4 
» 
4 


The Loyal Subjeff. 1005 


vent my ſelf unfo em; talkt with the Captains, 
hom found fraught with nothing but loud Murmurs, 
Anddeſperate Curſes, ſounding theſe Words often, 
Like Trumpets to their Angers. We are ruin'd, 
Our Services turn'd to Diſgraces, Miſchiefs; 
Our brave old General, like one had pilfer'd, 
Tortur'd, and whipt: The Colonels Eyes, like Torches, 
Blaze every where, and fright fair Peace. WER ids 

Gent. Yet worſe, Sir; | 
The News is currant now, they mean to leave ye, 
Leave their Allegiance; and under Olin's Charge, 
The Bloody Enemy, march ftraight againſt ye. 

Bur. 1 have heard this too, Sir. 

Duke. This mult be prevented, 
And ſuddenly, and warily, 

Bur. Tis time, Sir, 
But what to miniſter, or how? 

Duke. Go in with me, | 
And there we'll think upon't : Such Blows as theſ 
Equal Defences ask, elſe they diipleaſe. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Peteſca, and Gentlewoman. 


Pet. Lord, what a coil has here been with theſe Sol- 
They arecruel Fellows. (diers! 
Mom. And yet methought we found 'em 

Handſome enough; Ill tell thee true, Peteſca, 
I lookt for other manner of dealings from em, 
And had prepar'd my ſelf: But where's my Lady? 
Pet, In her old Dumps within: Monſtrous melancholy 
Sure ſhe was mad of this Wench. 
Wom. And ſhe had been a Man, (is ſhifted. 


She wou'd have been a great deal madder, I am glad ſhe 


* 


Per. Twas a wicked thing for me to betray her, 
And yet I muſt eonfeſs Ti Rack in our Lights, 
. Enter Alinda. 
What young thing's this? 
Alin. Good Morrow beauteous Gentlewomen : 
Pray ye is the Princeſs ſtirring yet? 
Mom. He has her Face, : er. 
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Per. Her very Tongue, and Tone too: Her Youth upon 
Alin. 1 gueſs ye tobe the-Princeſs Women. (him. 
Pet. Ves, we are, Sir. (Grace, 


Alin. Pray is there not a Gentle woman waiting on her 
Ve call Aliuda? 


Pet. The Devil ſure in her Shape. 

Mom. I have heard her tell my Lady of a Brother, 
An only Brother that ſhe had: In Trave 
Pet. Maſs, I remember that: This may be he too: 
1 would this thing wou'd ſerve her. 


Enter Olympia. 
Wom. So would 1 Wench, 


We thou'd love him better ſure. Sir, here's the Princeſs 
She beſt can ſatisfie ye. 

Alin. How I love that Preſence! 
O bleſſed Eyes, how nobly ſhine your Comforts! 

Ohm. What Gentleman is that? 

 Wom. We know not, Madam: 


He ask dus for your Grace: And as we gueſs it, 
He is Alinda's Brother. 


Ohm. Ha! Let me mark him: 
My Grief has almoſt blinded me: Her Brother? 
By Venus, he has all her ſweetneſs upon him: 
Two filver drops of Dew Were never liker. 
Alin. Gracious Lady 
Ohm. That pleaſant Pipe he has too. 
Alin. Being my Happineſs to pals by this way, 
And having, as Tunderſtand by Letters, 
A Siſter in your virtuousService, Madam 
Olym. O now my Heart, my Heart akes. 5 
Ain All the comfort 
n has, all that my hopes have built me, 
ought it my firſt Duty, my beſt Service, 
Here 18 arrive Eſt, humbly to thank your Grace 
For my poor Siſter, humbly to thank your Noblenels, 
That bounteous Goodnels in ye. 
Ohm. Tis he certainly. (dam, 
Alin. That ſpring of favour to ber; with my Life, Ma- 
If any ſuch moſt happy means might meet me, 8 
T 0 > The my Thankful,” | 


Ohm. 
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Ain. She came a Stranger to your Grace, no Courtier; 
Nor of that curious Breed befits your Service, | 
Yet one, I dare aſſure my Soul, that lov'd ye 
Before ſhe ſaw ye; doted on your Virtues; 

Before {he knew thoſe fair Eyes, long'd to read em, 
'You only had her Prayers, you her Wiſhes; 

And. that one hope to be yours once, preſery'd her. 

Olym. 1 have done wickedly. - 

Alin. A little Beauty, | 
Such as a Cottage breeds, ſhe 8 along with her; 

And yet our Country- eyes eſteem'd it much too: 

But for her beauteous Mind, forget, great Lady, 

Jam her Brother, and let me ſpeak a Stranger, 

Since ſhe was able to beget a Thought, twas honeſt. 

The daily ſtudy how to fit your Services, 

Truly to tread that virtuous Path you walk in, 

So fir'd her honeſt Soul, we thought her Sainted ; 

I preſume ſhe is {till the ſame: I wou'd fain ſee her, 

For, Madam, tis no little Love J owe her. 

Ohym. Sir, ſuch a Maid there was, I had 

Alin. There was, Madam? 3 

Ohm. O my poor Wench: Eyes, Iwill ever curſe ye 
For your . Alinda. 

Alin. That's her Name, Madam. 

Ohm. Give me a little leave, Sir, to lament her. 

Ain. Is ſne dead, Lady? | > 

Ohm. Dead, Sir, xo my Service. 

She is gone, pray ye ask no further. 

* Alin. I obey, Madam: 

Gone? Now muſt I lament too: Said ye gone, Madam? 
Ohm. Gone, gone for erer. T 
Alin. That's a cruel laying: 

Her Honour too? . 

Ohm. Prithee look angry on me, 

And if thou ever lov dſt her, ſpit upon meg 

Do ſomething like a Brother, like a Friend, 

And do not only ſay thou lov'ſt her 
Alin. Ve amaze me. W 

Ohm. I ruin'd her, I wrong'd her, I abus'd her; 
Poor innocent Soul, 1 flung ker; ſweet Alinda, 
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Thou virtuous Maid. My Soul now calls thee Virtuous 
Why do ye not rail now at me? ; 
Alin, For what, Lady? 
Ohm. Call me baſe treach'rous Woman. 
Alin. Heav'n defend me. 
Ohm. Raſhly I thought her falſe, and put her from me, 
Raſhly, and madly I berray'd her Modeſty, 
Put her to wander, Heav'n knows where: Nay, more Sir, 
Stuck a black Brand upon her. 
Alin. Twas not well, Lady, | 
Ohm. Twas damnable: She loving me ſo dearly, 
Never poor Wench lov'd fo: Sir, believe me, 
*T was the moſt duteous Wench, the beſt Companion, 
When I was pleas'd, the happieſt, and the gladdeſt, 
The modeſteſt ſweet Nature dwelt within her: 
I ſaw all this, I knew all this, I lov'd it, 
I doated on it too, and yet I kill'd it: 
O what have I forſaken? What have I loſt? 
Alin, Madam, I'Il take my leave, ſince ſhe is wandring, 
"Tis fit I know no reſt... | e 
Ohm. Will you go too, Sir? / 
I have not hn 1 you yet, if you dare truſt me, 
For yet I love Alinda there, I honour her, 
I love to look upon thoſe Eyes that ſpeak her, 
To read the Face again, (Modeſty keep me, 
Alinda, in that Shape. But why ſhou'd you truſt me, 
*Twas I betray d your Siſter, I undid her; 
And, believe me, gentle Youth, *tisI weep for her: 
Appoint what Penance you pleaſe : But ſtay then, 
And ſee me perform it: Ask what Honour this Place 
Is able to heap on ye, or what Wealth: 
In following me will like ye, my care of ye, _ 
Which for your Siſter's ſake, for your own Goadneſs 
Alin.Notall the Honour Earth has, now ſhe's gone, Lady, 
Not all the Favour; yet if I ſought Preferment, 
Under your bounteous Grace Iwou'd only take it. 
Peace reſt upon ye: One ſad Tear every Day, 
For poor Alinda's ſake, tis fit ye pay. I Exit. 
Ohm. A thouſand, noble Youth, and when I ſleep, 
Even in my filyer Slumbers {till I'll weep. 
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Enter Duke, and Gentlemen. 


Duke. Have ye been with 'em? 
Gent. Ves, and't pleaſe your Grace, 
But no Perſuaſion ſerves em, nor no Promiſe, 
They are fearful angry, and by this time, Sir, ! 
Upon their March to the Enemy. | 
Duke. They muſt be ſtopt. 
Enter Burris. 
Gent. Ay, but what force is able? And what Leader 
Due. How now, have you been with Archas? 
Bur. Yes, and't pleaſe ye, | 
And told him all: He frets like a chaf'd Lion, 
And calls for his Arms, and all thoſe honeſt Courtiers 
That dare draw Swords, 
Duke. Is he able to do any thing? 
Bur. His Mind is well enough; and where his Charge is, vx 
Let him be ne'er ſo ſore, tis a full Army. { 
Duke. Who commands the Rebels? — \ Wn 
Bur. The young Colonel, 8 | | 
That makes the old Man almoſt mad. He ſwears, Sir, 9 
He will not ſpare his Son's Head for the Dukedom. 
Duke. Is the Court in Arms? 
Bur. As faſt as they can buſtle, 
Every Man mad to go now: Infpir'd ſtrangely, 
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As if they were to force the Enemy: 
I beſeech your Grace to give me leave. 
Duke. Pray go Sir, 1 1 
And look to the old Man well; take up all fairly; | 
And let no Blood be ſpilt take general Pardons, 
And quench this fury with fair Peace. 
Bur. I ſhall Sir, 9 
Or ſeal it with my Service; they are Villains: 
The Court is up: Good Sir, go ſtrengthen em, 
Your Royal Sight will make em ſcorn all Dangers; 
The General needs no Proof. 150 
Duke. Come let's go view em. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, Soldiers, Drums, 
* | and Colours. | 


_ The.” Tis known we are up, and marching; nosubmiſfſon. 
No promiſe of baſe Peace can cure our Maladies, 
We have ſuffer'd beyond all repair of Honour: 

Your valiant old Man's whipt; whipt, Gentlemen, 
W hipt like a Slave: That Fleſh that never trembled; 
Nor ſhrunk one Sinew at a thouſand Charges, 
'That noble Body rib'd in Arms, the Enemy 
So often ſhook at, and then ſhun'd like T hunder, 
That Body's torn with laſhes. 
Anc. Let's turn Head. 
Purſ. Turn nothing Gentlemen, let's march on fairly; 
Unleſs they charge us. | | _ 
The. Think full of his Abuſes, and keep your Angers. 
Anc. He was whipt like a Top, 
I never ſaw a Whore ſo lac'd: Court School-butter ? 
Is this their Diet? Plldreſs'em one running Banquet: 
What Oracle can alter us? Did not we ſee him? 
See him we lov'd ? THT 
The. And though we did obey him, 27 
Forc'd by his Reverence for that time; is't-fir, Gentlemen, 
My noble Friends, is't fit we Men, and Soldiers, 
Live to endure this, and look on too ? | 
Purſ. Forward: They may call back the Sun as ſoon, ſtay 
Preſcribe a Law to Death, as we endure this. (Time, 
The. They will make ye all fair Promiſes. 
Anc. We care not. | 
The. Uſe all their Arts upon ye. 
Anc. Hang all their Arts. 
Purſ. And happily they'll bring him with 'em. 5 
Anc. March apace then, he is old and cannot overtake 
Pur ſ. Say he do. | „ (US 

'Anc.W e'lIrun away with him: They ſhall never ſec him 
The truth is, we'll. hear nothing, ſtopat nothing, (more: 
Conſider nothing butour way; believe nothing, (thing, 
Not though they ſay their Prayers: Be content with no- 

But the knocking out their Brains: And laſt, do nothing 
But ban em and curſe em, till we come to kill 1 
N | 6. 
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The. Remove then forwards bravely; kcep your Minds 
And the next time we face em, {hall be fatal. (whole, 


[ Exennt, 
COB NE LV. 
Enter Archas, Duke, Burris, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 
Aich. Peace to yourGracezrake reftSir,they arebeforeus, 
Gent. They are Sir, and upon the March: | Exit Duke. 
Arch. Lord Burris, (vantage, 
Take you thoſe Horſe and coaſt em: Upon the firſt ad- 
If they will not ſlack their March, Charge'em up roundly, 
By that time Il come in. | | 
Bur. I'll do it truly. | (Exit. 
Gent. How do you feel your ſelf, Sir? GO 
Arch. Well, I thank ye; 85 


A little weak, but Anger ſha'l ſupply chat; 


You will all ſtand bravely to it? 
All. While we have Lives, Sir. (g know, 


Arch. Ve ſpeak like Gentlemen: I'll make the Knaves 


The proudeſt, and the ſtrongeſt hearted Rebel, 

They have a Law to live in, and they ſhall have; 

Beat up apace, by this time he is upon em, ¶ Drum within, 

And word, but hold me now, thou ſhalt play ever. Exeunt. 
Enter Drums beating, Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, 
and their Soldiers. 5 
The. Stand, ſtand, ſtand cloſe, and ſure; 

Enter Burris, and one or two Soldiers. 

The Horſe will charge us. 1 
Anc. Let em come on, we have Provender fit for em. 
Purf. Here comes Lord Burris, Sir, I think to Parly. 
The, You are welcome, nohle Sir, I hope to our part. 
Bur. No, valiant Colonel, Iam come to chide ye, 

To pity ye; to kill ye, if theſe fail me 

Fie, what Diſhonour ſeek ye! What black Infamy ! 


"> 


Why do ye draw out thus? Draw all Shame with ye? 


Are theſe fit Cares in Subjects? 1 command ye 
Lay down your Arms again, move in that Peace, 


That fair Obedience you were bred in. 35 
Purſ. Charge us: We come not here to Argue. 
The. Charge up bravely, - | 


And hotly too, we have hot Spleens to meet ye, 


Hot as the Shames are offerd us. 
— Nn z nn 
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Enter Archas, Gentlemen and Soldiers. 
Bur. Look behind ye. : 
Do you ſee that old Man? do you know him, Soldiers? 
Put ſ. Your Father, Sir, believe me- — 
Bur. You know his Marches, | 
You have ſeen his Executions : Is it yet Peace? 
be. We'll dye here firſt. | 
Bur. Farewel : You'll hear on's preſently, 
Arch. Stay Burris : This is too poor, too beggarly a Body 
To bear the Honour of a Charge from me, 
A ſort of tatter'd Rebels; go provide Gallowſes; 
Ye are troubled with hot Heads, I'II cool ye preſently: 
Theſc look like Men that were my Soldiers 
Now I behold 'em nearly, and more narrowly, 
My honeſt Friends: Where got they theſe fair Figures? 
Wi here did thy ſteal theſe Shapes? 
Bur. They are ſtruck already. 


Arch. Doyouſ.ethat Fellow there, that goodly Rebel? 
He looks as like a Captain I lov'd tendercly: 
A Fellow of a. Faith indeed. Bur. He has ſham'd him. 
Arch. And that that bears the Colours there, moſt certain 
So likean Ancient of mine own, a brave Fellow, 

A loving and obedient, that believe me, Burris, 

I am amaz'd and troubled: And were it not 

T know the general goodneſs of my People, 

The Duty, and the Truth, the ſtedfaſt Honeſty, 

And am aſſur'd they would as ſoon turn Devils 

As Rebels to Allegiance, for mine Honour. | 
Bur. Here needs no Wars. Pat.] pray forgive us, Sir. 
Anc. Good General forgive us, or uſe your Sword, 

Your Words aredoubleDeath. All. Good noble General. 

Bur. Pray, Sir, be merciful. | 

Arch. Weep out your Shames firſt, 

 Yemake me Fool for Company: Fie Soldiers, | 
My Soldiers too, and play theſe Tricks? What's he there? 

1 Sure I have ſeen his Face too; yes, moſt certain 

ll! T have a Son, but I hope he is not here now, 

W ou'd much reſemble this Man, wondrous near him, 

Juſt of his height and making too; you ſeem a Leader. 
Fee. Good Sir, do not ſhame me more: I know your 

And leſs than Death I look not for. ( 4 . | 
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Are. Vou ſhall be my Charge, Sir, it ſeems you want Foes, 
When you would make your Friends your Enemies. 

A running Blood ye have, but I ſhall cure ye. 

Bur. Good Sir | . 
Anc. No more, good Lord: Beat forward Soldiers: 
And you, march in the Rear, you have loſt your Places. 

3 | Exeunt., 


SCENE YL 


Enter Duke, Olympia, Honora, and Viola. 
Duke. You ſhall not be thus ſullen ſtill with me, Siſter, 
You do the moſt unnobly to be angry, 
For as I have a Soul I never touch'd her, 
I never yet knew one unchaſt Thought in her: 
I muſt confeſs, I lov'd her; as who would not? 
I muſt confeſs I doated on her ſtrangely, 
I offer'd all, yet fo ſtrong was her Honour, 
So fortify'd as fair, no Hope could reach her, 
And while the World beheld this, and confirm'd it, 
Why would you be ſo jealous? OH. Good Sir, pardon me, 
I feel ſufficiently my Folly's Penance, _T. 
And am aſham'd, that Shame a thouſand Sorrows 
Feed on continually; wou'd T had never ſeen her, 
Or with a clearer Judgment look'd upon her: 
She was too good for me, fo Heavy good, Sir, 
Nothing but Heav'n can love that Soul ſufficiently, 
Where I ſhall Tee her once again. | 
1 Enter Burris. 

Duke. No more Tears, 
If ſhe be within the Dukedom, we'll recover her: 
Welcome Lord Burris, fair News I hope. 

Bur. Moſt fair, Sir, ON. 
Without one drop of Blood theſe Wars are ended, 
The Soldier cool'd again, indeed aſham'd, Sir, 
And all his Anger ended. Duke. Where's Lord 4rchas? 

Bur. Not far off, Sir; with him his valiant Son, 
75 5 407 5. Fire, but now a Priſoner, , 5 

1 if by your ſweet Mercy not prevente 
I fear ſome fatal ſtroke. nee . a, — [ Drums. 

Enter Archas, Theodore, Gemlemen, and Soldiers. 
Dude. I hear the Drums beat, 
| — Welcome, 
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Welcome, my' worthy Friend. 

Arch. Stand where ye are, Sir, . 
Even as you love your Country, move not forward, 
Nor plead for Peace till I have done a Juſtice, 

A Juſtice on this Villain, none of mine now, 

A Juſtice on this Rebel. Hon. O my Brother. 
Arch. This fatal Firebrand 
Duke. Forget not, old Man, 

He is thy Son, of thine own Blood. Arch. In theſe Veins 

No Treachery &er harbour'd yet, no Mutiny, 

I ne'er gave Life to lewd and headſtrong Rebels. 
Duke. *Tis his firſt Fault. Arch. Not of thouſand 

Or were it ſo, it is a Fault ſo mighty, 

So ſtrong againſt the nature of all Mercy, 

His Mother, were ſhe living, wou'd not weep for him, 

He dare not ſay he wou'd live. The. I muſt not, Sir, 

While you fay 'tis not fit: Your Grace's Mercy, 

Not to my Life apply'd, but to my Fault, Sir; 

The World's forgiveneſs next; laſty on my Knees, Sir, 

I humbly beg, a. 

Do not take from me yet the Name of Father, - A 

Strike me a thouſand Blows; but let me die yours. 

Arch. He moves my Heart: Imuſt be ſudden with him, 

1 ſhall grow faint elſe in my Execution, (bravely. 

Come, come Sir, you have ſeen Death; now meet him 
Duke. Hold, hold 1 ſay, a little hold, conſider 

Thou haſt no more Sons, Archas, to inhfrit thee. 

Arch. Yes, Sir, I have another, and a Nobler: 

No Treaſon ſhall inherit me: Young Archas, ' 

A Boy, as ſweet as: Jung, my Brother breeds him, 

My noble Brother Brisꝶie breeds him nobly, 

Him let your Favour find: Give him your Honour. 

Enter Putskie (alias Briskie) and Alinda, (alias Archas.) 

Put ſ. Thou haſt no Child lefty Archas, ne ne to inherit thee, 

If thou ſtrik*ſt that ſtroke now. Behold young Archas ; 

Behold thy Brother here, thou bloody Brother, 

As bloody to this Sacrifice as thou arr. (char, 

Heave up thy Sword, and mine's heav'd up : Strike, Ar- 

And l'll firike too as ſuddenly, as deadly: :- ; 
Have Mercy, and I'll have Mercy: The Duke 1 5 4 

1 00 


0 Sir; 
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Look upon all theſe, how they weep it from thee, 
Chuſe quickly, and begin. Duke. On your Obediencez 
On your Allegiance fave him. 
Arch. Take him to ye; [ Soldiers ſhout. 
And Sirrah, be an honeſt Man, ye have reaſon: 
I thank ye, worthy Brother: Welcome, Child, 
Mine own {ſweet Child, | 4A 
Duke. Why was this Boy conceal'd thus? 
Purſ. Your Grace's Pardon. 
Fearing the Vow you made againſt my Brother, 
And that your Anger wou'd not only light 
On him, but find out all his Family, 
This young Boy, to preſerve from after Danger, 
Like a young Wench, hither I brought; my ſelf 
In the habit of an ordinary Captain 
Diſguis'd, got Entertainment, and ſerv'd here, 
That I might. ſtill be ready to all Fortunes: 
That Boy yo Grace took, nobly entertain'd him, 
But thought a Girl, Alinda, Madam. Ohm. Stand away, 
And let me look upon him. Duke. My young Miſtreſ? 
This is a ſtrange Metamorphoſis, Alindas 
Alin. Your Grace's humble Servant. 
Duke. Come hither, Siſter: 
[dare yet ſcarce believe mine Eyes: How they view one 
Doſt thou not love this Boy well? (another? 
Ohm. 1 ſhould lye elle, truſt me, extremely lye, Sir. 
Duke. Didſt thou never with, Olympia, 
It might be thus? Ohm. A thouſand times. 
Duke. Here take him: — 
Nay, do not bluſh: I do not jeſt; kiſs ſweetly : 
Boy, ye kiſs faintly, Boy; Heav'n give ye comfort; (now: 
Teach him, he'll quickly learn: There's two Hearts eas d- 
Arch. You do me too much Honour, Sir. 
Dus, ib; TR... 5 N 
| Bur all I can, I will. Can you love me? Speak truly. 
Hon. Yes, Sir, dearly. e 
Dufte. Come hither, Viola, can you love this Man? 
Vio. III do the beſt I can, Sir. Duke. Seal it, Burris, 
Well all to Church together inſtantly : 
And then a vie for Boys. Stay, bring Boroskte, 
nter Boroskie. | Y 


Id aloft forgot that lump of miſchief. 
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: Bor. Forgive me cer I die, moſt honeſt Archas ; 


No black and blaſted Infamy hereafter— 


Io Joys, and Revels, Sports, and he that can 


1 Three hours of precious Time, or Mony ſpent 


To ſtudy, as becomes US, Your Content. 


There chat, take the Enemy to Honour, 
Tay. Hogs to n Do with him what thou wilt. 
Arch. Then to my Sword again you to your Prayers: 
Wafh off your Villanies, you feel the en 88 


Tis too much Honour that I periſh thus; 
O ſtrike my Faults to kill them, that no Memory, 


CY 


Arch. Come, are ye ready? Bor. Yes. 
Arch. And truly Penitent, to make your way ſtraight? 
Bor. Thus I waſh off my Sins. 
Arch. Stand up, and live then, | 
And live an honeſt Man; I ſcorn Mens Ruins: 


Take him again, Sir, try him: And believe 
This thing will be a perfect Man. Duke. I take him. 


Bor. And when 1 fail thoſe hopes, Heav'ns hopes fail 

Duke. You are old: No more Wars, Father : (me. 
Theodore take you the charge, ba Seneii 
. The. All gagablels ye. 
Duke, And my good Father, yon dwell in my Boſom, 
From you riſe all my good Thoughts: When I wouldthink 
And examine Time for one that's fairly noble, 
And the ſame Man through all the ſtreights of Virtue, 
Upon this Silver Book PF ll look, and read him. 
Now forward merrily to Hymer's Rites, 


wg 


Moſt honour Archas, is the nobleſt Man. [ Exennt, 


e 


T*. ſimetling well aſſur d, few bere repent 


— 


On our Endeavour, yet not to rely 

Too much upon our Care and Induſtry, 
"Tis fit we ſhould att, but a wodeſt way, 
How you approve our Action in the = * 
IF you vouchſafe to crown it with Applauſe, 
It is your Bounty, and you give us cauſe ' 
Hereafter with a general Conſent 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Leaſure attend ye, and about ye ſit 

The Springs of Mirth, Fancy, Delight andWit, 
To ſtir you up; do not your Looks let fall, 
Nor to Remembrance our late Errors call, 
Becauſe this Day Ware Spaniards all again, 
The Story of our Play, and our Scene Spain : 
The Errors too, do not for this cauſe hate, 
Now we preſent their Wit, and not their Hate. 
Nor, Ladies, be not angry, if you ſee 
A young freſh Beauty wanton, and too free, 
Seek to abuſe her Husband, ſtill *tis Spain, 
No ſuch groſs Errors in your Kingdom raign ; 
Ware Veſtals all, and though we blow the Fire, 
We ſeldom make it flame up to Deſire; 
Take no Example neither to begin, 
For ſome by Precedent delight to Sin: 


Nor blame the Port if he ſlip aſide 


Sometimes laſciviouſly, if not too wide. 
But hold your Fanns cloſe, and then Smile at eaſe, 


A cruel Scene did never Lady pleaſe. 


Nor, Gentlemen, pray be not you diſpleas d, 


Though we preſent ſome Men fool'd, ſome diſeas d, 


Some drunk, ſome mad; We mean not you, you re POR 


a 
We tax no farther than our Comedy, > 
Tou are our Friends, ſit noble then and ſee. [ 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Uke of Medina. 
Don Juan de Caſtro, @ Haniſb Colonel. 


Sanchio, 
Alonzo, > Officers in the Army, 


Michael * the Copper Captain. 


Leon, Brother to Altea, 
marry'd to Margarita. 
Cacafogo, a rich Uſarer, 


and by her contrivance 


WOMEN. 


Margarita, à Wanton Lacy, ms 10 Leon, by 
10 om ſhe is reclaim'd. 


Altea, Her Servant. 
Clara, a Spaniſh Lady. 


Eſtifania, a Woman of Intriegue, marry'd to Perez. 
Three Old Ladies. 


An old Woman, and Maid, 


SCENE SPAIN. 
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s Rule a , E, and 
. Enter Juan de Caſtro, aud Michael Perez. 
MICHAEL. 
RE. your Companies full, Colonel? 
Fuan. No, not yet, Sir: (kon. 
Nor will not be this Month yet, as I rec- 
How riſes your Command? (hold out, 
Mich. We pick up ſtill, and as our Montes 
We have Men come, about that time I think 
We ſhall be full too; many young Gallants go. 
Tuan. And unexperienc'd, 
The Wars are dainty Dreams to young hot Spirits, 
= Time and Experience will allay thoſe Viſions, 
Me have ſtrange Things to fill our Numbers; 
5 There's one Don Leon, a ſtrange goodly Fellow, 
I Recommended to me from ſome noble Friends, 
For my Alferes, had you but ſeen his Perſon, _ 
. And what a Giants promiſe it proteſteth. (fore too. 3 


Mich, I have heard of him, and that he hath ſerv'd be- 

Juan. But no harm done, nor never meant, Don Mi- 
That came to my Ears yet; ask him a Queſtion, (che, 
He bluſhes like a Girl, and anſwers little, | 
Ty. the point leſs; he wears a Sword, a good one, 


, 
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Role a Wife, and 


8 Cloaths too; he is whole skin'd, has no hurt 
Good promiſing hopes; I never yet heard certainly (yet, 
Of any Gentleman that ſaw him angry. 

Mich. Preſerve him, he'll conclude a Peace if need be, 
Many as ſtrong as he will go along with us, 

That ſwear as valiantly as Heart can wiſh, (ones, 
Their Mouths charg'd with fix Oaths at once, and whole 
That make the drunken Dutch creep into Mole-hills. 
Juan. Tis true, ſuch we muſt look for: But, Mich. Perez, 
W hen heard you of Donna Margarita, the great Heireſs? 
Mich. Ihear every hour of her, though I never ſaw her, 
She is the main diſcourſe: Noble Don Fuan de Caſtro, 
How happy were that Man could catch this Wench up, 
And live at eaſe! ſheis Fair, and Young, and Wealthy, 
Infinite Wealthy, and as Gracious too 
In all her Entertainments, as Men report. 

Juan. But ſhe is proud, Sir, that I know for certain, 
And that comes ſeldome without Wantonnelſs ; 

He that ſhall marry her, muſt have a rare Hand. 

Mich. W ou'd I were married, I woud find that Wiſdom, 
With a light Rein to rule my Wife. If ever Woman 
Of the molt ſubtile Mould went beyond me, 

1 would give the Boys leave to whoot me outo'th*Pariſh. 
Enter adgervant, 
Ser. Sir, there be two Gentlewemen attend to ſpeak 


With you. 
 Tuen, Weatenem in: 
| Mich. Are they two handſome Women ? (Sir. 
3 Ser. They ſeem ſo, very handſome, but they are vail'd, 


Mich. Thou put'ſt Sugar in my Mouth, how it melts 
love a ſweet young Wench. (with me! 
Juan. Wait on them in, I fay. [Exit Servant. 
Mich. Don Fuan. BE De 
Juan. How you Itch, Michael] how you Burniſh ! 
Will not this Soldier's Heat out of your Bones yet, 
Do your Eyes glow now? e | 
Mich. There be two. | 
Juan. Say honeſt, what ſhame have you then? i 
Mich. 1 wou'd fain ſee tat. (Things, 
1 have been in the Indies twice, and have ſeen 28 


$ 


Have a Wife. 


But two honeſt Women; one J read of once. 
Fuan. Prethee be Modeſt. 
Aich. Vil be an thing, 
Enter Seruant, Donna Clara, and Eſtifania, vail d, 

an. You are welcome, Ladies. | 
Mich. Both hooded! I like em well though, 

They come not for Advice in Law ſure hither ; 

May be they wou'd learn the Pike, 

Iamfor'em : They are very Modeſt ; tis a fine Preludium. 

an, With me, or with this Gentleman, 

Wou'd you ſpeak, Lady? 3 
cla. With you, Sir, as I gueſs, Juan de Caſtro. 

Mich, Her Curtain opens, the is a pretty Gentlewoman. 
Juan. 1 am the Man, and ſhall be bound to Fortune, 

I may do any Service to your Beauties. „ . 
Cla. Captain I hear you are marching down to Flan- 

To ſerve the Catholick King. 

Fuan. I am, ſweet Lady. 
dla. I have a Kinſman, and a noble Friend, 
Imploy'd in thoſe Wars, may be, Sir, you know him, 
Don Campuſano, Captain of Carbines, 
To whom I wou'd requeſt your Nobleneſs, 
To give this poor Remembrance. Gives a Letter. 
Juan. I ſhall do it, | 
I know the Gentleman, a moſt worthy Captain. 
dla. Something in private. Es, | 
Juan. Step aſide: Ill ſerve thee. [Ex. Juan, and Clara. 
Mich, Prethee let me ſee thy Face. 
Eſtif. Sir, you mult pardon me, 2d 
Women of our ſort, that maintain fair Memories, 
And keep ſuſpect off from their Chaſſtitics, 
Had need wear thicker Vails. 
Mich. I am no Blaſter of a Lady's Beauty, 
Nor bold Intruder on her ſpecial Favours, | 
I know how tender Reputation is, | 3 
And with what Guards it ought to be preſerv'd, Lady, 
You may to me. 7 5 
Eftif. You muſt excuſe me, Signior, I come 
Not here to ſell my ſelf. 3 3 
Mb. As Iam a Gentleman, by the honour of a Soldier. 
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Eſtif. 1 believe you, 
] pray you be civil, I believe you wou'd ſee me, 
And when you have ſeen me believe you will like me, 
But in a ſtrange Place, to a Stranger too, 


As if I came on purpoſe to betray you, 
Indeed I will not. | | 


Mich. I ſhall love you dearly, 
And 'tis a Sin to fling away Affection, 
I have no Miſtreſs, no e to Honour 
Any but you. Will not this Oyſter open? | 
1 know not, you have ſtruck me with your Modeſty , 
She will draw ſure; fo deep and taken from me 

All the Deſire I might beſtow on others; 
Quickly betore they come. | 

Eſtif. Indeed I dare not: 

But ſince I ſce you are ſo deſirous, Sir, 


To view a poor Face that can merit nothing 
Bur your Repentance. 


Mich. It muſt needs be excellent. 5 08 
Eſtif. And with what Honeſty you ask it of me, 
When J am gone let your Man follow me, 
And view what Houſe I enter, thither come, 
For there I dare be bold to appear open: 
And as I like your virtuous Carriage then, 


Enter Juan, Clara, and Servant, 
I ſhall be able to give welcome to you. 


She hath done her buſineſs, I muſt take my leave, Sir. 


Mich. Vl kiſs your fair white Hand, and thank you, Lady. 


My Man ſhall wait, and I ſhall be your Servant; 
Sirrah, come near, hark. 
Ser, J ſhall do it faithfully. Þ; Exit. 
Juan. Vou will command me no more Services? 


Cla. To be careful of your noble Health, dear Sir, 
That I may ever honour you. | 


Juan. I thank you, | 
And kiſs your Hands; wait on the 


— 


Ladies down there. 
| | [ Exeunt Ladies, and Servant. 
Mic h, You had the honour to ſee the Face that came to 
you? 


. 
* 


Mich 


| | (ebael? 
Juan. And *twas a fair one; what was yours, Don Mi- 


Have a Wife. 1025 


Mich. Mine was i'th' clipſe, and had a Cloud drawn 
But I believe well, and I hope 'tis handſome, (over it. 
She had a Hand would ſtir a holy Hermite. 

Juan. You know none of em? 

Mich. No. Fuan. Then I do, Captain, 

But I'll ſay nothing till I ſee the proof on't, 
Sit cloſe Don Perez, or your Worthip's caught. 
I fear a Flye. | | 

Mich. Were thoſe ſhe brought Love-Letters ? 

Juan. A Packet to a Kinſman now in Flanders, 
Yours was very modeſt methought. 

Mich. Some young unmanag'd thing, 

But I may live to ſee | 

Juan. Tis worth Experience, 

Let's walk abroad and view our Companies. | Exeunt. 
Enter Sanchio, and Alonzo. 
San. W hat, are you for the Wars, Alonzo? 
Alon. It may be ay, ; 
It may be no, e'en as the Humour takes me. 
If I find Peace among the female Creatures, 
And eaſie Entertainment, Vil ſtay at home, 
I am not ſo far oblig'd yet to long Marches 
And mouldy Biskets, to run mad for Honour, 
When you are all gone I have my choice before me. 

San. Of which Hoſpital thou wilt ſwear in; wilt thou 
Never leave whoring? "Fg 

Alon. There is leſs Danger in't than gunning, Sanchro 
Though we be ſhot ſometimes, the Shot's not mortal, 
Beſides, it breaks no Limbs. - 

Sau. But it diſables em, | 
Doſt thou ſee how thou pull'ſt thy Legs after thee, 
As they hung by Points? 

Alon. Better to pull *em thus than walk on Wooden 
Scrve bravely for a Billet to ſupport me. (ones, 

San. Fye, fye, tis baſe. | | 

Alon. Doſt thou count it baſe to ſuffer ? 

Suffer abundantly ? 'tis the Crown of Honour; 
You think it nothing to lie twenty Days 
Under a Surgeon's hands that has no Mercy. 
Len. As thou haft done 1 am ſure, but I perceive now 


Why 


And repair to an old Gentlewoman 


Let me note the Place, the Street I well remember, 7g 
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W hy you deſire to ſtay, the Orient Heirefs, 
The Margarita, Sir. 

Alon. I wou'd I had her. 

San. They ſay ſhe will marry. 

Alon. I think ſhe will. | | 

San. And marry ſuddenly, as Report goes too, 

She fears her Youth will not hold out, Alonxo. 
Alon. 1 wou'd J had the ſheathing on't. 
San. They ſay too | 5 

She has a greedy Eye, that muſt be fed 

With more than one Man's Meat. 

Alon. Wou'd ſhe were mine, | 

I wou'd Cater for her well enough; but Sanchio, 

There be too many great Man that adore her; 

Princes, and Princes Fellows, that claim Privilege. 
San. Yet thoſe ſtand off i'th* way of Marriage, 

To be tycd to a Man's pleaſure is a ſecond Labour, 
Alon. She has bought a brave Houle here in Town. 
San. | have heard fo. RD | 
Alon. If ſhe convert it now to pious uſes, 

And bid poor Gentlemen welcome. 
San. When comes ſhe to it? 5 (yet, 
Alon. Within theſe two days, ſhe is in the Country 

And keeps the nobleſt Houſe. | 
San. Then there's ſome hope of her: 

Wilt thou go my way? 

Alon. No, no, I muſt leave you, 


That has Credit with her, - that can ſpeak a good Word. 
San. Send thee good Fortune, but make thy Body 
eee, (found firſt. 
And too ſound a Body becomes me not; 
Farewel, Sanc bio. e I Ereunt. 
| Enter a Servaut of Michael Perez. 3 
Ser. Tis this or that Houſe, or I have loſt my Aim, 
They are both fair Buildings, ſhe walked plaguy faſt, 
>» » Ewer Eſtifania. 
And hereabouts I loſt her; tay, that's ſhe, 
*Tis very. ſhe, — ſhe makes me a low court'fie, 
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- Sheis in again, certain ſome noble Lady. 
How happy ſhould I be if ſhe love my Maſter : 
A wondrous goodly Houle, here are brave Lodgings, 
And I ſhall ſleep now like an Emperor, Þ 
And eat abundantly: I thank my Fortune. 
Il back with ſpeed, and bring him happy Tidings. Exit. 
Enter three old Ladies. 

1 Lady. What ſhou'd it mean, that in ſuch haſte 
We are ſent for? = 

2 Lady. Be like the Lady Margaret has ſome buſineſs 
She wou'd break to us in private. 

3 Lady. It ſhou'd ſeem ſo. 5 
'Tis a good Lady, and a wiſe young Lady. 

2 Lady. And virtuous enough too I warrant ye, 
For a young Woman of her Years ; 'tis pit | 
To load her tender Age with too much Virtue. (with. 

3 Lady. Tis more ſometimes than we can well away 

Enter Altea. 

Alt. Good morrow, Ladies. 

All. Morrow wr; good Madam. (garet? 

1 Lady. How does the ſweet young Beauty, Lady Mar- 

2 Lady. Has the flept well after her walk laſt Night? 

I Lady. Are her Dreams gentle to her Mind? 

Alt. All's well, 

She's very well, ſhe ſent for you thus ſuddenly 

To give her Counſel in a Buſineſs 

That much concerns her. 

2 Lady, She does well and wiſely, 

To ask the Counſel of the Ancient'ſt, Madam, 
Our Years have run through many things ſhe knows not. 

Alt. She wou'd-fain marry. 

1 Lady. *Tis a proper calling, 8 
And well beſeems her Years : Who wou'd ſhe yoke with? 

At. That's left to argue on, I pray come in 
And break your Faſt, drink a good Cup or two, 

To ſtrengthen your Underſtandings, thenſhe'll tell ye. 
2 Lady. And good Wine breeds good Counſel, 
We'll yield to ye.  [ Exeunt. 
Enter Juan de Caſtro, and Leon. 
Juan. Have you ſeen any Service? EY | 
1 f . Leon. 


* 
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Leon. Ves. 
Fuan, Where? 
Leon. Every where. 
Juan. What Office bore ye? 
Leon. None, I was not worthy. 
Juan. What Captains know you? 
Leon. None, they were above me. 
Juan. Were you never hurt? 
Laon. Not that I well remember, 
But once I ſtole a Hen, and then they beat nme. 
Pray ask me no long Queſtions, Ihavean ill Memory. (yet? 
Juan. This is an Aſs; did you never draw your Sword 
Leon. Not to do any harm, I thank Heav'n for't. 
Juan. Nor ne'er ta'en Priſoner? 
Leon. No, I ran away, : 
For I had ne'er no Mony to redeem me. 
Juan. Can you endure a Drum? 
Leon. It makes my Head ake. 
Juan. Are you not valiant when you are Drunk? 
Leon. I think nor, but I am lovi'2, Sir. 
Juan. What a Lump is this Man, 
Was your Father wile ? 
Leon. Too wile for me I'm ſure, 
For he gave all he had to my younger Brother. 
Juan. That was no foolith part I'll bear you witneſs, 
Canſt thou lye with a Woman? 
Leon. I think I cou'd make ſhift, Sir, 


But I am baſhtul. 


Juan. In the Night? 

Leon. I know not, | 
Darkneſs indeed may do ſome good upon me. 

Fran. Why art thou ſent to me to be my Officer, 
Ay, and commended roo, when thoudarſt not fight? 
Leon. There be more Officers of my Opinion, 

Or I am cozen'd, Sir, Men that talk more too. 

Juan. How wilt thou ſcape a Bullet? 

Leon. Why by chance, 


They aim at honourable Men, alas J am none, Sir. “ me. 


Juan. This Fellow has ſome doubts in's Talk that ſtrike 
Enter, 
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Enter Alonzo. 
He cannot be all Fool: Welcome Alonzo. ( company ? 
Alon. W har have you got there, Temperance into your 
The Spirit of Peace? We ſhall have Wars 
| Enter Cacafogo. 
By th' Ounce then. © here's another Pumpion, 
Let him looſe for luck ſake, the cram'd Son 
Of a ftav'd Uſurer, Cacafogo, both their Brains butter'd, 
Cannot make two Spoonfulls. | 
Caca. My Father's dead: I am a Man of War too, 
Monies, Demeſns; I have Ships at Sca too, 
Captains. | ©: 
Juan. Take heed o'th* Hollanders, your Ships my leak 
Caca. I ſcorn the Hollanders, they are my Drunkards. 
Alon. Put up your Gold, Sir, Pl| borrow it elſe. 
Caca. J am ſatisfied, you ſhall not, 
Come out, I know thee, meet mine Anger inſtantly. 
Leon. I never wrong'd ye. 
Cacs. Thou haſt wrong'd mine Honour, 
Thou look'd{t upon my Miſtreſs thrice laſciviouſty, 
I'll make it good. 
Juan. Do not heat your ſelf, you will Surfeit. 
Caca. Thou want'ſt my Mony too, with a pair of baſe 
In whom there was no truth, for which I beat thee, (bones, 
[ beat thee much, now I will hurt thee dangerouſly. 
This ſhall provoke thee. ; 7-1 
Alon. You ſtruck too low by a Foot, Sir. 
Juan. You muſt get a Ladder when you would beat 
This Fellow. 5 
Leon. I cannot chuſe but kick again, pray pardon me. 
Caca. Hadſt thou not ask'd my Pardon, I had kill'd thee, 
Ileave thee as a thing deſpis'd, aſoles manus a voſtra ſini are 
4 Maiſtre. | „ee. 
Alon. You have ſcap'd by Miracle, there is not in all 


A Spirit of more fury than this Fire-drake. (Spain 


Leon. I ſee he is haſty, and I wou'd give him leave 
To beat me ſoundly if he wou'd take my Bond. 

Juan. What ſhall I do with this Fellow? 

Alon. Turn him off, | 
He will infe&t the Camp with Cowardiſe, 


* 


if 
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| If he go with thee. 
Nan. About ſome Werk hence, Sir, 
If I can hit upon no abler Officer, 

You ſhall hear from me. 


= Leon. I deſire no better. WS Exeunt. 
1 Enter Eſtifania, and Perez. 
i Per. V ou have made me now too bountiful amends, Lady, 


1 For your ſtrict Carriage when you ſaw me firſt: * 
| | Theſe Beauties were not meant to be conceal'd, A 
1 It was a Wrong to hide ſo ſweet an Object, 
| I cou'd now chide ye, but it ſhall be thus, 
No other Anger ever touch your Sweetneſs. 

 Eftif; You appear to me ſo honeſt, and fo civil, 
Without a bluſh, Sir, I dare bid ye welcome. 

Per. Now let me ask your Name. 

Eſtif. Tis Eſtifania, the Heir of this poor Place. 
Per. Poor, do you call it? | 
There's nothing that I caſt mine Eyes upon, 

But ſhews both rich and admirable, all the Rooms 
Are hung as if a Princeſs were to dwell here, 
'The Gardens, Orchards, every thing 1o curious. 
Is all that Plate your own too? 
ml Eſtif. Tis but little, i 
ny Only for preſent uſe, I have more and richer, 
* When need ſhall call, or Friends compel me uſe it; 
The Suits you ſee of all the upper Chamber, 
Are thoſe that commonly adorn the Houſe z 
I think I have befides, as fair, as civil, 
As any Town in Hain can parallel. 
Per. Now if the be not married, I have ſome hopes. 
Are you a Maid ? | 1 
Eſtif. You make me bluſh to anſwer, 
Jever was accounted ſo to this Hour, 
And that's the reaſon that I live retir'd, Sir. 
Nl | Per. Then wou'd I counſel you to marry preſently, 
18 (If I can, get her, I am made for ever) 
For every Year you loſe, you loſe a Beauty, 
A Husband now, an honeſt careful Husband, 
| Were ſuch a comfort; Will ye walk above Stairs? 
; Ei This Place will fit our talk, ris fitter Ms I | 
No | | Above 
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I dare not truſt, Sir. * 
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3 Above there are Day- beds, and ſuch Temptations 


Per. She is excellent wiſe withal too. 

FE,. You nam d a Husband, I am not ſo ſtrict, Sir, 
Nor ty'd unto a Virgin's Solitarinefs, 

hut if an honeſt, and a noble one, 

EZ Rich, and a Soldier, for fo I have vow'd he ſhall be, 
Were offer d me, I think 1 ſhou'd accept him, 
EZ Burt above all he muſt love. | 

Per. He were baſe elſe. 


| : | There's Comfort miniſtred in the word Soldier, 


| 9 How ſweetly ſhou'd I live! | 
=  Eftif. I am not fo ignorant, but that J know well, 


5 How to be commanded, 
And how again to make my felt obey'd, Sir; 


] waſte but little, I have gather'd much, 
My Rial not the leſs worth, when tis ſpent, 
if ſpent by my direction; to pleaſe my Husband 
I hold it as indifferent in my Duty, 
To be his Maid i'th” Kitchen, or his Cook, 
As in the Hall to know my ſelf the Miſtreſs. 
Per. Sweet, rich, and provident, row Fortune ſtick 
To me; I ani a Soldier, and a Batchelor, Lady, 
And ſuch a Wife as you I cou'd love infinitely z 
They that uſe many words, ſome are deceitful ; 
T long to be a Husband, and a good one, 
For tis moft certain I ſhall make a Precedent 
For all that folow me to love their Ladies; 
I am young you ſee, able I wou'd have you think too, 
If 't pleaſe you know, try me before you take me. 
"Tis true I ſhall not meet in equal Wealth _ 
With ye, but Jewels, Chains, ſuch as the War 
as given me, a thouſand Duckats I dare 
Preſume on in ready Gold, now as your 
Care may handle it, as rich Cloaths too as 
Any he bears Arms, Lad. 
Eſtif. You are a true Gentleman, and fair, I ſee by ye, 
And ſuch a Man I had rather take. 
Per. Pray do fo, I'll have a Prieſt o'th' ſudden. 
Eſtif. And as ſuddenly you will repent too. « 


Per. 


1032 Rule a Wife, and 


Per. VII be hang'd or drown'd firſt, 
By this, and this, and this Kiſs. 
tif. You are a Flatterer, 10 

But I muſt ſay there was ſomething when I ſaw you 
Firſt, in that noble Face, that ſtir d my Fancy. 
Fer. I'll ſtir it better e' er you ſleep, ſweet Lady, 

I'Il fend for all my Trunks and give up all to ye, 
Into your own diſpoſe, before I bed ye, 
And then ſweet Wench. | | 

Eſtif. You have the Art to cozen me. [ Exeunt, 


„ 


A S l. SENI I. 
Enter Margarita, wo Ladies, and Altea. 


Mar. 01 T down and give me your Opinions ſeriouſly. 
OI Lady. Vouſay you have a mind to marry, Lady. 
Mar. Tis true, I have for to preſerve my Credit, 

Let not ſo much for that as for my State, Ladies, 

Conceive me right, there lies the main o'th* Queſtion, 

Credit I can redeem, Mony will imp it, 

But when my Mony's gone, when the Law ſhall 

Seize that, and for Incontinency ſtrip me 

Ora. © Es | WE 
I Lady. Do you find your Body ſo malicious that way! 

Mar. I find it as all Bodies are that are young and luſty, 
azy, and high fed, I deſire my Pleaſure, 

And Pleaſure I muſt have. 225 
2 Lady. Tis fit you ſhou'd have, 

Your Years require it, and tis neceſſary, 
As neceſſary as Meat to a young Lady, 
Sleep cannot nouriſh more. 8 . 

1 Lady. But might not all this be, and keep ye ſingle? 
You take away variety in Marriage, 
'The abundance of the Pleaſure you are bar'd thenz 
Ist not Abundance that you aim at? 

Mar. Yes, Why was 1 made a Woman? 

2 Lady. And.cv'ry day a new); 
Mar. Why fair and young, but to ule it? 85 
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1 Lady. You are till !th* right, why wou'd you marry 
thenn | 
Alt. Becauſe a Husband ſtops all doubts in this point, 


And clears all Paſſages. 


2 Lady. What Husband mean ye? 
At. A Husband of an eaſie Faith, a Fool, 
Made by her Wealth, and moulded to her Pleaſure; 
One though he ſce himſelf become a Moniter, 
Shall hold the Door, and entertain the Maker. 
2 Lady. You grant there may be ſuch a Man- 
1 Lady. Yes marry, but how to bring em to this rare 
Perfection. | 5 | 
2 Lady. They mult be choſen fo, things of no Honour, 
Nor outward Honeſty. i | 
Mar. No 'tis no matter, 
I care not what they are, ſo they be luſty. 
2 Lady, Methinks now arich Lawyer, ſome ſuch Fellow, 
That carries Credit, and a Face 'of awe, 
But lies with nothing but his Clients buſineſs. 
Mar. No there's no truſting them, they are too ſubtil, 
The Law has moulded 'em of natural miſchief. 
1 Lady. Then ſome grave Governor, 
Some Man of Honour, yet an eaſie Man. 
Mar. If he have Honour I am undone, I Il none ſuch, 


un have a luſty Man, Honour will cloy me. 


Alt. *Tis fit ye ſhou'd, Lady; 
And to that end, with Search and Wit and Labour, 
I have found one out, a right one and a perfect, 
He is made as ſtrong as Braſs, is of brave Years too, 
And doughty of Complexion. / 
Mar. Is he a Gentleman? © _ © | | 
2 Alt. Yesanda Soldier, as gentle as you wou'd wiſh him, 
= 4 good Fellow, wears goo Cloaths. 
Aar. Thoſe PII allow hinm . 
They are for my credit, does he underſtand 


d : But little? 


Alt. Very little. 
Mar. Tis the better, x 
Have not the Wars bred him up to Anger? 
Alt. No, he will not quarrel with a Dog that bites him, 
 Vor., III. | 3 Let 
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Let him be drunk or ſober, is one Silence. 

Mar. Was no capacity what Honour is? 
For that's the Soldiers God. 

Alt. Honour's a thing too ſubtile for his Wiſdom, 
If Honour lye in eating, he is right honourable. 
Mar. Is he ſo goodly a Man, 0 you ſay? 

Alt. As you mall ſee, Lady, 
But to all this is but a Trunk. 
Mar. I wou d have him fo, 
I ſhall add Branches to him to adorn him. 
Go, find me odd this Man, and let me ſee him, 
If he be that Motion that you tell me of, 
And make no more Noiſe, I ſhall entertain him, 
Let him be here. 
Alt. He ſhall attend your Ladiſhip. | Exennt. 
Enter Juan, Alonzo, and Perez. 
Fun. W hy thou art not married indeed ? 
Per. No, no, pray think fo, 
Alus I am a Fellow of no reckoning, 
Not worth a Lady's Eye. | 
Alon. Wou'dſt thou ſteal a Fortune, 
And make none of all thy Friends acquainted with it, 
Nor bid us to thy Wedding? 
Per. No indeed, 
'There was no Wiſdom i in't, to bid an Artiſt, 
An old Seducer, to a Female Banquet; 
I can cut up my Pye without your Inſtructions. 
Juan. Was it the Wench i'th' Veil? 
Per. Baſto, twas ſhe, . 
The prettieſt Rogue that &er you look'd upon, 
The loving'ſt Thief. 

Juan. And is the rich withal tod? frag 0 lonel; 
Per. A Mine, a Mine, there is no end of Wealth, Co- 
J am an Aſs, a baſh ful Fool, prithee Colonel, 1 

How do thy Companies fill now? | 

| Juan. You are merry, Sir, A 

You intend a ſafer War at home belike now. 2 {nGh, 
Per. 1 do not think I ſhall fight much this Year, Colo- 

I find my {elf giv'n to my Eafe a little, 

I care not if I ſell my fooliſh e 

They are things of hazard. | Alon 
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Alon. How it angers me, 
This Fellow at firſt ſight ſhould win a Lady, 
A rich young Wench, and I that have conſum'd 
My Time and Art in ſearching out their Subtleties, 
Like a fool'd Alchymiſt blow up my Hopes {till ? 
When ſhall we come to thy Houſe and be freely merry ? 
Per. When J have manag'd her a little more, 
I have an Houſe to entertain an Army. 
Alon. If thy Wife be fair, thou wilt have few leſs 
Come to thee. (Signior. 
Per. But where they'll get Entertainment is the point, 
I beat no Drum. 
Alon. You need none but her Taber ; 
May be I'll march, after a Month or two, 
To get me a freſh Stomach. I find, Colonel, 
A wantonneſs in Wealth, methinks I agree not with, 
"Tis ſuch a trouble to be married too, 
And have a thouſand things of great importance, 
Jewels, and Plates, and Fooleries moleſt me, 
To have a Man's Brains whimſied with his Wealth: 
Before I walk'd contentedly. 
I Enter Servant. | 
Serv. My Miſtreſs, Sir, is ſick, becauſe you are abſent, 
She mourns and will not cat. | 
Per. Alas, my Jewel, 
Come Þ ll go with thee; Gentlemen your fair leave 
Lou ſee I am ty'd a little to my Yoke, * 
Pray pardon me, wou'd ye had both ſuch loving Wives. 
Juan. I thank ye Ex. Per. and Servant. 
For your old Boots; never be blank, Alonzo, 
Becauſe this Fellow has outſtript thy Fortune; 
Tell me ten days hence what he is, and how 
The gracious ſtate of Matrimony ſtands with him; 
Come, let's to Dinner, when Margarita comes 
We'll viſit both, it may be then your fortune. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Margarita, Altea, and Ladies. 
Mar. Is he come? | 
Alt. Ves, Madam, h'as been here this half hour, 
I have queſtion'd him of all that you can ask him, 
And find him as fit as you had made the Man; hy 
| 2 B 2 He 
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Mar. Have ye ſearcht him, Ladies? 
Onines. Is a Man at all points, a likely Man. 
Mar. Call him in, Alten. | Exit Altea, 
Enter Leon, and Altea- | 
A Man of a good Preſence, pray ye come this way, 
Ot a luſty Body, is his Mind ſo tame? 
Alt. Pray ye queſtion him, and if you find him not 
os for your Purpoſe, ſhake him off, there's no harm 
one. 1 
Aar. Can ye love a young Lady? How he bluſhes! _ 
Alt. Leave twirling of your Hat, and hold your Head 
And ſpeak toth' Lad y- (up, 
Leon. Yes, I think I can, | 
I muſt be taught, J know not what it means, Madam. 
Mar. You ſhall be taught; and can you when ſhe pleaſes 
Go ride abroad, and ſtay a Week or two? 
You ſhall have Men and Horſes to attend ye, 
And Mony in your Purſe. 
Leon. Ves! love riding, 
And when Iam from home I am ſo merry. | 
Mar. Be as merry as you will. Can you as handſomly, ? 
W hen you are ſent for back, come with Obedience, Y 
And do your Duty to the Lady loves you? 1 
Leon. Ves ſure, I ſhall. Fra &- 
Mar. And when you ſce her Friends here, A 
Or noble Kinſmen, can you entertain 2 
Their Servants in the Ccllar, and be buſied, 
And hold your Peace, what cer you ſee or hear of- 
Leon. *Twere fit I were hang'd clle. | 
Mar. Let me try your Kiſſes; 
How the Fool ſhakes! I will not eat ye, Sir. 
Beſhrew my Heart he kiſſes wondrous manly z 
Can ye do any thing elſe? e 
Leon. Indeed | know not; . 
But if your Ladiſhip will plcaſe to inftract me, 
Sure I ſhall learn. W 
Mar. You ſhall then be inſtructed. 


Nay fay I marry ye? { 
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Alt. Hark to the Lady. 
Aar. What Mony have ye? 
Leon. None Madam, nor Friends, 
I wou'd do any thing to ſerve your Ladiſhip. 
Mar. Vou muſt not look to be my Maſter, Sir, 
Nor talk i th Houſe as though you wore the Breeches, 
No, nor command in any thing. | 
Leon. I will not, 
Alas J am not able, I have no Wit, Madam. 
Mar. Nor do not labour to arrive at any, 
'Twill ſpoil your Head, I take ye upon Charity, 
And like a Servant ye muſt be unto me, 
As I behold your Duty I ſhall love ye, 
And as you obſerve me, I may chance lye with ye, 
Can you mark theſe? | 
Leon. Yes indeed forſooth. 
Mar. There is one thing, 
That if I take ye in I put ye from me, 
Utterly from me, you mult not be ſawcy, 
No, nor at any time familiar with me, 
Scarce know me, when | call ye not. 


Leon. | will not, alas I never knew my ſelf ſufficiently. 


Mar. Nor muſt not now. 
Leon. V'll be a Dog to pleaſe ye. ; 
Mar. Indeed you muſt fetch and carry as I appoint ye. 
Leon. I were to blame elſe. 
Mar, Kiſs me again; a ſtrong Fellow, 
There is a vigour in his Lips: If you ſee me 
Kiſs any other, twenty in an hour, Sir, 
You mult not ſtarr, not be offended. 
Leon. No, if you kiſs a thouſand Iſhall be contented, 
It will the better teach me how to pleaſe ye. 
Alt. 1 told ye, Madam, 8 
Mar. Tis the Manl wiſht for; the leſs you ſpeak, 
Leun. l'll never ſpeak again, Madam, 
But when you charge me, then I'll ſpeak ſoftly too, 
Mar. Get me a Prieſt, I'll wed him inſtantly, 
But when you are marricd, Sir, you mult wait 
Upon me, and ſec you obſerve wy Laws. 
Leen, Elſe you ſhall hang mo, 
| R 3 Mar. 
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Aar. P'Il give ye better Cloaths when you deſerve” em; 
Come in, and ſerve for witneſs. 
Omnes. We ſhall, Madam. 
Mar. And then away to th' City preſently, 
T1! to my new Houſe and new Company. (Man, 
Leon. Athouſand Crowns are thine, and I am a made 
Alt. Do not break out ſo ſoon. 
Leon. ] know my time, Wench. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Clara, and Eſtifania with @ Paper. 
Cla. W hat, have you caught him ? 
„ Eſtif. Yes. 
ö Cla. And do you find him 
| A _ of thoſe hopes that you aim'd at? 
| Eſtif. Yes too, 
And the moſt kind Man, and the ableſt alſo 
To give a Wife content, he is ſound as old Wine, 
And to his Soundneſs riſes on the Pallat, 
And there's the Man; find him rich too, ara. 
Qua. Haſt thou married him? 
Eftif. What doſt thou think l fiſi without a bait, Wench. 
I bob for Fools: He is mine own, I have him, 
I told thee what would tickle him like a Trout, 
And as I caſt it fo I caught him daintily, 
And all he has I have*ſtow'd at my Devotion. (to Town, 
Cla. Does thy Lady know this? She is coming now 
Nov to live here in this Houſe. 
Eſtif. Let her come, 
She ſhali be welcome, I am prepar'd for her; 
700 is mad ſure if ſhe be angry at my Fortune, 
or what I have made bold. 
Clz. Doſt thou not love him? 
Eſtif. Ves, intirely well, 
As long as there he ſtays z and looks no farther © 
Into my ends; but when he doubts, I hate him, 
And that wiſe Hate will teach me how to coz'n him: 
How to decline their Wives, and curb their Manners, 
To put a ſtern and ſtrong Rein to their Natures, 
And holds he is an Aſs not worth acquaintance, 
That cannot mou'd a Devil to Obedience, 
owe him a good turn for theſe Opinions, 


And as I find his Temper Lay Pay him. e 
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She is a Woman Sir, a very Woman. 
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| Enter Perez. 
O here he is, now you ſhall ſee a kind Man. 
Per. My Eſtifania, ſhall we to Dinner, Lamb? 
know thou ſtay'ſt for me. 
Eſtif. 1 cannot eat elſe. 
Per. I never enter but methinks a Paradiſe 
Appears about me. 
Eftif. Y ou are welcome to it, Sir. 
Per. I think IT have the ſweeteſt Seat in Spain, Wench, 
Methinks the richeſt too, we'll eat i'th' Garden 
In one o'th* Arbours, there tis cool and pleaſant, 
And have our Wine cool'd in the running Fountain. 
Who's that? 
Eftif. A Friend of mine, Sir. 
Per. Of what breeding? 
Eſtif. A Gentlewoman, Sir. 
'Per. What buſineſs has ſhe? 
Is ſhe a learned Woman i'th' Mathematicks, 
Can ſhe tell Fortunes? 
Eſtif. More than I know, Sir. x 
Per. Or has ſhee'era Letter froma Kinſwoman, 
That muſt be delivered in my abſence, Wife, 
Or comes ſhe from the Doctor to ſalute ye, ; 
And learn your Health? She looks not like a Confeſſor. 
Eſtif. W hat need all this, why are you troubled, Sir? 
What do you ſuſpect, ſhe cannot Cuckold ye, 


Per. Your very Woman may do very well Sir, 
Toward the matter, for though ſhe cannot perform it 
In her own Perſon, ſhe may do it by Proxy, 

Your rareſt Juglers work {till by Conſpiracy. 

Eſtif. Cry ye mercy, Husband, you are jealous then, 
And happily ſuſpect me. 

Per, No indeed Wife. 
Eſtif. Methinks you ſhou'd not till you have more Cauſe 
And clearer too: I am ſure you have heard ſay, Husband, 
A Woman forc'd will free her ſelf through Iron, 

A happy, calm, and good Wife diſcontented 


. "_ 


May be taught Tricks. 
Per. No, no, I do but jeſt with ye. 2 
B 4 tif. 
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E/tif, To morrow, Friend, I' ſee, you. 
la. I ſhall leave ye e 
nden, and pray all may go ſweetly with ye. Exit. 

-ftif. Why where's this Girle? whoſe at the Door? Knock. 

Fer. Who knocks there? | 
Ist for the King ye come, ye knock ſo Boiſteroully ? 
Look to the Door, 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. My Lady, as live Miſtreſs, my Lady's come, 
She's at the Door, I peept through, and | ſaw her, 
And a ſtately Company of Ladies with her. (her, 

Eſtif. This was a Week too foon, but I muſt meet with 
And ſet anew Wheel going, and a ſubtile one, 
Muſtblind this mighty Mars, or I am ruin'd. 

Per. What are they at Door? 

Eſtif Such, my Michael, 


As you may bleſs the Day they enter'd there, 
SUCH for our good. 


Per. Tis well. 


Eſtif. Nay, twill be better 
If you will let me but diſpoſe the buſineſs, 
And be a Stranger to it, and not diſturb me, 
What have Inow to do but to advance your Fortune? 
Per. Do, I dare truſt thee, I am aſham'd I am angry, 
I find thee a wiſe young Wife. 
Eſtif. I'll wiſe your Worſhip. 
Pefore I leave ye; pray ye walk by and ſay nothing, 
Only falute them, and leave the reſt to me Sir, 
þ was born to make ye a Man. | 
Per, The Rogue ſpeaks heartily, - 
Her good will colours in her Cheeks, I am born to love ber. 
I muſt be gentler to theſe tender Natures, 
A Soldier's rude harſh words befit not Ladies, 
Nor muſt we talk to them as we talk to 
Our Officers; I'Il give her way, for tis for me ſhe 
Works now, IL am Husband, Heir, and all ſhe has. 
Enter Margarita, Leon, Altea, and Ladies. 
Who are theſe, that flanting things; a Woman 
Of fare Preſence! Excellent Fair; this is too big 
For.a Bawdy Houle, too open ſeated too. 3 
ny _ Fr 
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Eftif. My Husband, Lady. 

Mar. You have gain'd a proper Man. 

Per. What cer 1 am, Tam your Servant, Lady. [R 
Eſtif. Sir, be rul'd now, Jer. 

And 1 ſhall make 5 rich; this is my Couſin, 

That Gentleman dotes on her, even to Death, ſec how he 
Per. She is a goodly Woman (obſerves her. 
Eftif. She is a Mirrour, 

But ſhe is poor, ſhe were for a Prince's ſide elſe, 

This Houſe ſhe has brought him tod as to ber own, 

And preſuming upon me, and upon my Courteſie; 

Conceive me ſhort, he knows not bur ſhe is wealthy, 

Or if he did know otherwiſe, 'twere all one, 

He is ſo far gone. 

Per. Forward, ſhe has a rare Face. 
Eſtif. This we ruſt carry with diſcretion, Husband, 

And yield unto her for four Days. 

Per. Yield our Houſe up, our Goods and Wealth? 
Eſtif. All this is but in ſeeming, | 

To milk the Lover on; do you lee this Writing, 

Two hundred Pound a Year, when they are marricd, 

Has ſhe ſealed to for our good; the time's unfit now, 

Il ſhew it you to Morrow. 5 

Per. All the Houſe? 

Eſtif. All, all, and we'll remove too, to confirm him; 


They'll into the Country ſuddenly again 
After they are matcht, and then ſhe'll open to him. 


Per. The whole Poſſeſſion, Wife? Look v hat you do; 


A part o'th' Houſe. 


Eftif. No, no, they ſhall have all, 
And take their Pleaſure too, tis for our vantage. 
w N what's four Days? Had you a Siſter, Sir, 
A Neice or Miſtreſs, that requir'd this Courteſie, 


And ſhould I make a ſcruple to do you good? 


Per, If eaſily it would come back. 
Eſlif. 1 ſwear Sir, 
As caſily as it came on; is't not Pity 


To let ſuch a Gentlewoman for a little help — 


You give away no Houſe. 
Per, Clear but that queſtion. 
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If he continue but the ſame he ſhews, 
And be a Maſter of that Ignorance 
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Eſtif. VII put the Writings into your Hand. 
Per. Well then. Tr 


Eſtif. And you ſhall keep them ſafe. 
Per. I am ſatisfied; wou'd T had the Wench ſo too, 
Eſtif. When ſhe has married him, 
So infinite his Love is linkt unto her, 
You, I, or any one that helps at this pinch 
May have Heav'n knows what. 
Per. Vil remove the Goods ſtraight, 
And take ſome poor Houſe by, tis bait for four Days. 
Eſtif. J have a poor old riend there we'll be. 
Per. Fis well then. 
Eſtif Go handſome off, and leave the Houſe clear. 
Per. Well. 
Eftif. That little Stuff we'll uſe ſhall follow after; 
Anda Boy to guide ye. Peace, and we are made both. 
Mar. Come, let's go in; are all the Rooms kept ſweet, 
Wench? | 3 
Eftif. They are ſweet and neat. [Exit Pere. 
Mar. Why where's your Husband ? 1 
Eſtif Gone, Madam. 
When you come to your own he muſt give lace, Lady. 
Mar. Well, ſend you Joy, you would not let me know't, 
Yet l ſhall not forget ye. 1 
Ri, Thank your Ladiſhip. | [ Exennt. 


WE fr” 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
Enter Margarita, Altea, aud Boy. 
Alt. A 


RE you at eaſe now, is your Heart at reſt, 
Now you a8 Wer a Shadow, an Umbrella 

To keep the ee 
From your fair Credit. 


orld's Opinion 
Mar. I am at peace, Altea, 


He outwardly profeſſes, I am happy, | 
The Pleaſure I ſhall live in, and the Freedom 
Wi ithour the ſquint-eye of the Law upon me, 


| 


Hlave a Wife. 1043 
Or prating liberty of Tongues, that envy. 
Alt. You are a made Woman. 
Mar. But if he ſhou'd prove now 
A crafty and diſſembling kind of Husband, 
One read in Knavery, and brought up in the Art 
Of Villany conceal'd. e 
Alt. My Life, an Innocent. 
Mar. That's it I aim at, | 
That's it I hope too, then I am ſure I rule him, 
= For Innocents are like obedient Children 
= Brought up under a hard Mother-in-law, a cruel, 
= Who being not us'd to Break-faſts and Collations, 
When they have courſe Bread offer'd em, are thankful, 
And take it for a favour too. Arethe Rooms 
Made ready to entertain my Friends? long to dance now, 


And to be wanton; let me have a Song, is the great Couch 
The Duke of Medina ſent? „ lap 


Alt. Tis up and ready. 
Mar. And Day- beds in all Chambers? 
Alt. In all, Lady, | | 
Your Houſe is nothing now but various Pleaſures, 
The Gallants begin to gaze too. 
Mar. Let em gaze on, | 
I was brought up a Courtier, high and happy, 
And Company is my Delight, and Courtſhip, 
And handſome Servants at my Will ; where's my good 
Where docs he wait? | (Husband, 
Alt. He knows his diſtance, Madam, 
I warrant ye he is buſie in the Cellar 
Amongſt his fellow Servants, or aſleep, 
Till your Command awake him. 
UW Enter Leon. 
Mar. "Tis well Altea. . 
It ſhou'd be ſo, my Ward I muſt preſerve him. 
Who ſent for him, how dare he come uncall'd for, 
His Bonnet on too? 2 55 
Alt. Sure he ſees you not. 
Mar. How ſcornfully he looks! | 
Leon. Are all the Chambers | 
Deckt and adorn'd thus for my ",ady's Pleaſure ? 


b 


New 
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New Hangin gs ev'ry Hour for Entertainment, 
And new Plate bought, new Jewels to give Luſtre ? 
Ser. They are, and yet there muſt be more and richer, 
It 13 her WIGS nl nnd 
Leon. Hum, is it ſo? 'tis excellent, 
It is her Will too, to have Feaſts and Banquets, 
Revels and Maſques. | £1.48 
Ser. She ever lov'd 'em dearly, a 
And we ſhall have the braveſt Houſe kept now, Sir; 
I muſt not call ye Maſter, ſhe has warn'd me, | 
Nor muſt not put my Hart off to ye. 
Leon. Tis no Faſhion, ” 
W hat though. I be her Husband, I am your Fellow, 
I may cut firit. 
Ser. That's as you ſhall deſerve, Sir. 
Leon. And when I lye with her. 
Ser. May be PIl light ye, | | 
On the fame point you may do me that Service. 
Enter a Lady. 
1 Lady. Madam, the Duke Medina with ſome Captains 
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| Will come to Dinner, and have ſent rare Wine, 

9 And their beſt Services. =p 

|} Mar, They ſhall be welcome, 

| See all be ready in the nobleſt Faſhion, 

| The Houſe perfum'd, now I ſhall take my Pleafure,- 
| And not my Neighbour Juſtice maunder at me. 

i Go, get your beſt Clothes on, but *till I call ye, 

| Be ſure you be not ſeen, Dine with the Gentlewomen, 
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And behave your ſelf cleanly, Sir, tis for my Credit. 
1 Enter à ſecond Lady. =, 
2 Lady. Madam, the Lady Julia. 
/ awd, 
A three-pil'd Bawd, Bawd Major to the Army. (ſhip, 
2 Lady. Has brought her Coach to wait upon your Ladi- 
And to be inform'd if you will take the Air this Morning. 
Leon. The neat Air of her Nunnery. | 
Mar. Tell her no, i'th' Afternoon I'll call on her. 
2 Lady. I will, Madam. . 
Mar. Why are not you gone to prepare your ſelf? -: 
May be you ſhall be Sewer to the Fire courſe, ; 
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A portly Preſence; Altea, he looks lean, 
| Tis a waſh Knave, he will not keep his Fleſh well. 
Alt. A willing, Madam, one that needs no ſpurring, 
Leon. Faith Madam, in my little underſtanding, 

You had better entertain your honeſt Neighbours, 

Your Friends about ye, that may ſpeak well of ye, 
And give a worthy mention of your Bounty, 

Mar. How now, what's this? 
Leon. Tis only to perſwade ye, 
Courtiers are but tickle things to deal withal, 
A kind of March- pane Men that will not laſt, Madam, 
An Egg and Pepper goes farther than their Potions, 
And in a well built Body, a poor Parſnip 
Will play his prize above their ſtrong Potabiles. 
Mar. The Fellow's mad. 
Leon, He that {hall counſel Ladics, 
That have both Liquoriſh and Ambitious Eyes, 
Is either mad or drunk, let him ſpeak Goſpel. 
Ali. He breaks out modeſtly. 
Leon. Pray ye be not angry, 

My Indiſcretion has made bold to tell ye, 
What you'll find true. 
Mar. Thou dareſt not talk. 
Leon. Not much, Madam, 
Fou have a tie upon your Servant's Tongue, 
: He ares not be ſo bold as Reaſon bids him. 
I were fit there were a ſtronger on your Temper. 
Ne'er look ſo ſtern upon me, I am your Husband, 

But what are Husbands ? Read the new World's wonders, 
Such Husbands as this monſtrous World produces, 
And you will ſcarce find ſuch Deformities, 

They are Shadows to conceal your venial Virtues, 
Sails to your Mill, that grind with all occaſions, 
Balls that lie by you, to waſh out your Stains, 
And Bills nail'd up with Horns before your Stories, 
To rent out laſt. + | 

Mar. Do you hear him talk? 

Leon. 1 have done, Madam, 
An Ox once ſpoke, as learned Men deliver, 
& ohortly I ſhall be ſuch, then VII ſpeak wonders, 
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Till when I tie my ſelf to my Obedience. [Exir. 
Mar. Firſt I'll untie my ſelf; did you mark the Gentle. 


How boldly and how ſawcily he talk d. (man, 


And how unlike the Lump I took him for, 
The piece of ignorant Dow, he ſtood up to me 
And mated my Commands this-was your Providence, 


' Your Wiſdom, to elect this Gentleman, 


Your excellent Forecaſt in the Man, your Knowledge, 
What think ye now? 
Alt. I think him an Afs ſtill. 
This boldneſs fome of your People have blown 
Into him, this Wiſdom too with ftrong Wine, 
"Tis a Tyrant, and a Philoſopher alſo, and finds 


Out Reaſons. 


Mar. 11 have my Cellar lockt, no School kept there, 
Nor no Diſcovery. Ill turn my Drunkards, 
Such as are underſtanding in their draughts, 
And diſpute learnedly the whyes and wherefores, 
To Graſs immediately; III keep all Fool, 
Sober or Drunk, {ſtill Fools, that ſhall know nothing, 
Nothing belongs to Mankind, but Obedience, 
And ſuch a Hand I'll keep over this Husband. 

Alt. He will fall again, my Life, he cries by this time, 
Keep him from Drink, he has a high Conſtitution. 

1 Euter Leon. 

Leon. Shall I wear my new Sute, Madam? 

Mar. No, your old Clothes, Ts 
And get you into the Country preſently, 
And fee my Hawks well train'd, you ſhall have Victuals, 
Such as are fit for fawcy Pallates, Sir, 
And Lodgings with the Hinds, it is too good too. 

Alt. Good Madam, be not ſo rough, with Repentance, 


Lou ſee now he's come round again. 


Mar. I ſee not what I expect to fee.  . (hip. 
Leon. You ſhall fee, Madam, if it pleaſe your Ladi- 
Alt. He's humbled ; r 0177 107 

Forgive, good Lady. 
Mar. Well, go get you handſome, 
And let me hear no more. 

Leon. Have ye yet no feeling? 


"hi 
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I'll pinch ye to the Bones then, my proud Lady. ¶ Exit. 
- Mar. See you preſerve him thus upon my favour, 
You know his Temper, tie him to the Grinſtone ; 
The next Rebellion I'll be rid of him, 
111 have no needy Raſcals I tie to me, 
Diſpute my Life; come in and ſee all handſome. _ 
Alt. I hope to ſee you ſo too, I have wrought ill elſe. 


Exeunt. 
Enter Perez. | 
per. Shall J never return to mine own Houſe 
We are lodg'd here in the miſerableſt Dog-hole, 
A Cos Circle gives content above it, 
A Hawk's mew is a Princely Palace to it; 
We have a Bed no bigger than a Basket, 
And there we lie like Butter clapt together, 
And ſweat our ſelves to Sawce immediately; 
The Fumes are infinite inhabited here too, 
And to that ſo thick, they cut like Marmalet, 
So various too, they'll poſe a Gold-finder. 
Never return to mine own Paradiſe ? 
Why Wife, I ſay, why Eſtifania. 
Eſtif. within.] I am going preſently. 
Per. Make hafte, good Jewel, 
I am like the People that live in the ſweet Hands : 
1 dic, I die, if I ſtay but one Day more here, 
My Lungs are rotten with the Damps that riſe, 
And I cough nothing now but Stinks of all forts, 
The Inhabitants we have are two ſtarv'd Rats, 
For they are not able to maintain a Cat here, 
And thoſe appear as fearful as two Devils, . 
They have cata Map of the whole World up already, 
And if we ſtay a Night we are gone for company. 
There's an old Woman that's now grown to Marble, 
Drr'd in this Brick-kiln, and ſhe fits !!th* Chimney, 
Which is but three Tiles rais'd like a Houſe of Cards, 
The true proportion of an old ſmok'd Siby], 
There is a young thing too, that Nature meant 
For a Maid-ſervant, but 'tis now a Monſter, 
She has a husk about her like a Cheſnut 
Wick Laſineſs, and living under the Line here, 


again? 


— 
* © 7 
* 8 — mg 2 - 2 
"—_ * ” - — —— . * 12 : 
* parte > — — - a ” _ * — — " A = SS Rs . . * » 4 > 206 — gp - Le — - 
w — 5 a 2 20 £ _ * — 2 ems , — a <4 e > . " 
" 4 5 b e — Nr A r a 8 2 — 1 IS — 7 — n - 22222 ” * 
" . 8 —— 8 —_— OT n 1 5 : Þ _ . * 2 8 as - on - : . s . * 0 
1 d 5 2 * 2 * 2 7 2:1 2 U oe RE do et — . — — — - — FA = . . —— Ng - 0 « . - a» "=. O . - — 
" 2 . Fan" 28 4h ONS = - = cm NS * 3 w x | RC —— —.— don ISS — OS — — RATE — — — Da > age — — n= — — , - = 2 e — 7 2 — >a — 9 — - _— 
5 AM — _- " SEW _ —. — OE 4, "I - * td ES —— „ R203 — 5 — 5 4 2 Ie Om or 5 7% Bonn . 7 _ * 2 3 2 — 2 5 — a 
— * C — * — = 2 — 4 — — — — — r _—_ - + S. 2 —— ks ES —— * — 1 — — * i Rs bs RE oe ne n 1 * - bs : — - . — — —— — — * * — * v * — . * 5 oo TT - 
— hea * — - 42 5 — 4 1 A 4 ba = » 2 * * CIT 12 gr * nr _ - <. ” 2 : 2 — — — — — —. = — — - — - 
3 7 > - r -T © 2 =" 's * ” — $$ —_— — —̃ — AB oo ins 22 3 CO. Ss on * 2 8 
1 of - » 8 * — — —— * — o — — — — 22 2 rr — r * — — =- - — - 0 * _ „„ ba *— 1 * To Os 
* — — - 244 7 n r r So ns a n d — : Y 7 = — — — 4 — —— — — — . 3 - w— 
— — ———— = LEES $4 — — . — * 7 < 4 RG —— I SS. n 2 A : 4 : 4 - FE J 7 n * 2 - — — —— . , : — 
- — — — < : „e 264 - - < * . „ * 8 * 2 — er 5 ay > — 4 — v * 2 ag — - rn — — 1 * — rr a> 2 - IF 2 pa = 
— — mx —_— he \ * : - 4 m San, — _ i a — real 8 * wy Hb. - EE - Bj : * - TO 20 : 
ei STR Mx ——— = -_ \ = = _—_— > _ — — - a 8 Wr I. — ͤ ͤ 1—A—A—U 2 — 9 — Ss - = L : — 4 n 2 
9 — = — 4-4 A — 2 8 4 _ an; PA = - * a — 2.2 — - 5 + 1 4 . — a , = — 
1 1 5 6 = N * | > E — ME 2 — 
* _—_ as. — 3 - - 


And 


— 


— —— — — — — 2 2 — 
A rr —— the 


* 


1048 Rule a Wife, and 


And theſe two make a hollow ſound together, 
Like Frogs, or Winds betweentwo Doors that murmur: 
ig. Enter Eſtifania. - 
Mercy deliver me. O are you come, Wife, 
Shall we be free again? 
—_ Eſtif. Jam now going, I 
( And you ſhall preſently to your own Houſe, Sir, 
| The remembrance of this ſmall Vexation 
Will be Argument of Mirth for ever: 
By that time you have ſaid your:Oriſons, . 
„ And broke your Faſt, I ſhall be back and ready, 
| Touſheryou to your old Content, your Freedom. 
Per. Break my Neck rather, is there any thing here to eat 
But one another, like a Race of Canibals? 
A piece of butter d Wall you think is excellent, 
Let's have our Houſe again immediately, 
And pray ye take heed unto the Furniture, 
None be imbezel'd. 
Eſtif. Not a Pin, I warrant ye. 
Per. And let 'em inſtantly depart. 
Eſtif. They ſhall both, 
There's reaſon in all Courteſies, they muſt both, 
For by this time I know ſhe has acquainted him, 
And has provided too, ſhe ſent me word Sir, 
And will give over gratefully unto you. 
Per. V'Il walk !'th' Church-yard, 
The Dead cannot offend more than theſe Living, 
An hour hence Vil expect ye. 
Eftif. V'll not fail, Sir. 
Per. And do you hear, let's have a handſome Dinner, 
And ſee all things be decent as they have been, 


And let me have a ſtrong Bath to reſtore me, 


I tink like a ſtall- fiſn Shambles, or an Oil-ſhop. 
£ſtif. You ſhall have all, which ſome interpret nothing, 
I'll ſend ye People for the Trunks afore-hand, 
And for the Stuff. | 
Per. Let 'em be known and honeſt, 
And do my ſervice to your Neice, 
Eſtif. I ſhall, Sir, 5 
But if I come not at my hour, come thither, 
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That they may g1ve you thanks for your fair Courteſie, 
And pray ye be brave for my fake, = 
Per. 1 obſerve ye. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Juan de Caſtro, Sancho, and Cacafogo. 
San. Thou art very brave. 125 
Cac. I have Reaſon, I have Mony. 
San. Is Mony Reaſon? 
Cac. Ves, and Rhime too, Captain, 
If ye have no Mony you're an Aſs. 
San. I thank ye. 
Cac, Ve have Manners, ever thank him that has Mony. 
San, Wilt thou lend meany ? 
Cac. Not a Farthing, Captain, 
Captains are caſual things. 
San. Why fo are all Men, thou ſhalt have my Bond. 
Cac. Nor Bonds nor Fetters, Captain, 
My Mony is mine, I make no doubt on't. 
Juan. What doſt thou do with it? 
Cac. Put it to pious uſes, 
Buy Wine and Wenches, and undo young Coxcombs 
That would undo me. ny | 
Juan. Are thoſe Hoſpitals £ 
Cac. I firſt provide to fill my Hoſpitals 
With Creatures of mine own, that I know wretched, 
And then build: Thoſe are more bound to pray for me: 
Beſides, I keep th' Inheritance in my Name ſtill. 
Juan. A provident Charity; are you for the Wars, Sir? 
Cac. I am not poor enough to be a Soldier, 
Nor have 1 Faith enough to ward a Bullet; 


This is no lining for a Trench, I take it. 


Juan. Ye have ſaid wiſely, 
Cac. Had you but my Mony, \ | 
Youwou'd ſwear it Colonel, I had rather drill at home 
A hundred thouſand Crowns, and with more Honour, 
Than exercife ten thouſand Fools with nothing ; 
A wiſe Man ſafely feeds, Fools cut their Fingers. 
San. A right State Uſurer; why doſt thou not marry, 
And live areverend Juſtice? ; is be one? 
Cec. Ist not nobler to command areverend Juſtice, than 
And fora Wife, what need 1 marry, Captain, 
C | 


Voc. UI. When 
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When every courteous Fool that owes me Mony, 
Owes me his Wife too, to appeaſe my Fury? 
Juan. Wilt thou go to Dinner with us? 
Cac. I will go, and view the Pearl of Sazy, the Orient 
Fair One, the rich One too, and I will be reſpected, 
I bear my Patent here, I will talk to her, 
And when your Captainſhips ſhall ſtand aloof, 
And pick your Noſes, I will pick the Purſe 
Of her Affection. 5 (Medina. 
Juan. The Duke dines there to Day too, the Duke of 
Cat. Let the King dine there, 
He owes me Mony, and fo far's my Creature, 
And certainly I may make bold with minc own, Captain? 
San. Thou wilt eat monſtrouſly. 
Cac. Like a true born Saniard, 
Eat as I were in England where the Beef grows, 
And I will drink abundantly, and then 5 
Talk ye as wantonly as Ovid did, 
To ſtir the Intellectuals of the Ladies; 
I learnt it of my Father's amorous Scrivener. 
Jian. If we ſhou'd play now, you muſt ſupply me. 
Cac. You mult pawn a Horſe Troop, | 
And then have at ye, Colonel. 
San. Come, let's go: 
This Raſcal will make rare ſport; how the Ladies 
Will laugh at him? | . 
Juan. If I light on him I' make his Purſe ſweat too. 
Cac. Will ye lead, Gentlemen? | Exeunt. 
Enter Perez, an old Woman, and Maid. 
Per. Nay, pray ye come out, and let me underſtand ye, 
And tune your Pipe a little higher, Lady | 
I'll hold ye faſt: Rub, how came my Trunks open? 
And my Goods gone, what Pick-lock Spirit? 
Old Mom. Ha; what would ye have? 
Per. My Goods again, how came my Trunks all open! 
Old Wom. Are your Trunks open? 
Per, Yes, and Cloaths gone, 


And Chains and Jewels: How ſhe ſmells like hung Bech 


*Phe Palſey, and Picklocks, fye, how ſhe belches. 
The Spirit of Garlick. . 
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Old Mom. Where's your Gentlewoman? 
The young fair Woman ? 
Per. What's that to my Queſtion ? 
She is my Wife, and gone about my buſineſs, 
Maid. Is ſhe your Wife, Sir? 
Per. Ves, Sir; is that wonder? 
Is the name of Wife unknown here? 
Old Mom. Is ſhe truly, truly your Wife? 
Per, I think ſo, for I married her; 


It was no Viſion lure! 


Maid. She has the Keys, Sir. 
Per. I know ſhe has, but who has all my Goods, Spirit? 
Old Wom. If you be married to that Gentlewoman, 
You are a wretched Man, ſhe has twenty Husbands. 
Maid. She tells you true. 
Old Wom. And ſhe has cozen'd all, Sir. 
Per. The Devil ſhe has! I had a fair Houſe with her, 
That ſtands hard by, and furniſht royally. (Gentleman. 
Old Mom. You are cozen'd too, tis none of hers, good 
Maid. The Lady Margarita, ſhe was her Servant, 
And kept the Houle, but going from her, Sir, 
For ſome lewd Tricks ſhe plaid. 
Per. Plague o' the Devil, 
Am J, i'th' full Meridian of my Wiſdom, 
Cheated by a ſtale Quean ! What kind of Lady 
Is that that owes the Houſe ? 
Old Mom. A young ſweet Lady. 
Per. Of a low Stature? 
Old Mom. She is indeed but little, but ſhe1s wondrous 
Per. I feel I am cozen'd; (air. 
Now I am ſenſible I am undone, 
This is the very Woman ſure, that Couſin 


She told me would entreat but for four days, 


To make the Houſe hers; I am entreated ſweetly. 
Maid. When ſhe went out this Morning, that I ſaw, 

She had two Women at the Door attending, (Sir, 

And there ſhe gave em things, and loaded em; 

Bur what they were heard your Trunks to open, 

If they be yours? 5 
Per. They were mine while they were laden, 
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But now they have caſt their Calves, they are not worth 
Owning. Was {he her Miſtreſs, ſay you? fall you ſaw 
Old Wow. Her own Miſtreſs, her very Miſtreſs, Sir, and 


About and in that Houſe was hers. 
Per. No Plate, no Jewel, nor no Hangings? { thing. 

» Maid. Not a farthing, ſhe is poor, Sir, a poor ſhifting 
Per. No Mony? | r 
Old Wim. Abominable poor, as poor as we are, 

Mony as rare to her unleſs ſhe ſteal it, - 

But for one civil Gown her Lady gave her, 

She may go bare, good Gentlewoman. 
Per. I am mad now, 

I think Jam as poor as ſhe, I am wild elſe, 

One civil Sute I have left too, and that's all, b 

And if ſhe {teal that ſhe mult flay me for it; 

W here does ſhe uſe? = 
Old Nom. You may find Truth as ſoon, 

Alas, a thouſand conceal'd Corners, Sir, ſhe lurks in. 

And here ſhe gets a Fleece, and there another, 

And lives in Miſts and Smoaks where none can find her. 
Per. Is the a W hore too? ({o Sir, becauſe 


Old Mom. Little better, Gentleman, I dare not ſay ſhcis 


She is yours, Sir; theſe five Years ſhe has firkt 


A pretty Living, . 

Until ſhe came to ſerve; I fear he will knock my 
Brains out for Iy ing. 

Per. She has ſerv'd me faithfully, 

A Whore and Thie? two excellent moral Learnings 
In one the-Sainr, | hope to ſee her Legend. 
Have I been fear'd for my Diſcoveries, 
And courted by all Women to conceal 'em? 

Have I ſo long ſtudied the Art of this Sex, 

And read the warnings to young Gentlemen? 

Have | profeſt to tame rhe Pride of Ladies, 
Aud wake 'em bear all Feſts, and am I trickt now? 
Caught in mine own nooze? Here's a Ryal left yet, 

J here's for your Lodging and your Meat for this Weck. 
A Silk-Worm lives at a more plentiful Ordinary, 

And ileers1n a ſwectęer Box: Farewel great Grand mother, 
If 1 do find you were an Acceſſary, EE 
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is but the cutting off too ſmoaky Minutes; 
Pl1 hang ye preſently. 
Old Wom. And I deſerve it, I tell but truth. 
Per. Not I, I am an Afs, Mother. [ Exennt. 
Enter the Duke of Medina, Juan de Caſtro, Alonzo, 
Sanchio, Cacafogo, and Aitendants. 
Duke. A goodly Houſe. 
Juan. And richly furniſht too, Sir. 
Alon. Hung wantonly, I like that Preparation, 
It ſtirs the Blood unto a hopeful Banquet, 
An intimates the Miſtreſs free and jovial, 
I love a Houſe where Pleaſure prepares Welcome. 

Duke. Now Cacafogo, how like you this Manſion ? 
'Twere a brave Pawn. | HG 

Cac. I ſhall be Maſter of it, 

'Twas built for my Bulk, the Rooms are wide and ſpacious, 
Airy and full of eaſe, and that I love well, 
PII tell you when I taſte the Wine, my Lord, 
And take the height of her Table with my Stomach, 
How my Affections ſtand to the young Lady. 

Enter Margarita, Altea, Ladies, aud Servants: 

Mar. All welcome to your Grace, and to theſe Soldiers, 
You honour my poor Houſe with your fair Preſence, 
Thoſe few ſlight Pleaſures that inhabir here, Sir, 

I do beſeech your Grace command, they are yours, 
Your Servant but preſcrves em to delight ye. 

Duke. I thank ye Lady, I am bold to viſit ye, 
Once more to bleſs mine Eyes with your ſweet Beauty, 
I has been a long Night ſince you left the Court, 
For till I faw you now, no Day broke to me. 

Mar. Bring in the Duke's Meat. 

dan. She is moſt excellent. | 

Juan. Moſt abm'rable fair as e er I look'd upon, 

I had rather command her than my Regiment, 

Cac. VIL have a fling, *tis but a thouland Duckats, 
Which I can cozen up again in ten Days, | 
And ſome few Jewels to juſtife my Knavery, 

Say, I ſhouw'd marry her, ſhe'll get more Mony 
Than all my Uſury, pur my Kaavery to it, 
She appears the moſt infallible way of Purchaſe, 
- 5 3 
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cou'd wiſh her a fize or two ſtronger for the Encounter, 
For Il am like a Lion where I lay hold, 


But theſe Lambs will endure a plaguy load, 
And never bleat neither, that Sir, time has taught us, 
am ſo virtuous now, I cannot ſpeak to her, 
The arrant'ſt ſhamefac'd Aſs, I broil away too. 
| Enter Leon. 
Mar. Why, where's this Dinner? 
Leon. *Tis not ready, Madam, 
Nor ſhall not be until I know the Gueſts too, 
Nor are they fairly welcome ?rill I bid 'em. 
Juan. Is not this my Alferes? he looks another thing; 
Are Miracles afoot again ? 


Mar. Why, Sirrah, why Sirrah, you? 
Leon. I hear you, ſaucy Woman, 
And as you are my Wife, command your Abſence, 
And know your Duty, 'tis the Crown of Modeſty. 
Duke. Your Wife? 
Leon. Yes, good my Lord, I am her Husband, 


And pray take notice that I claim that Honour, 
And will maintain it. 


Cac. It thou beeſt her Husband, 
I am determin d thou ſhalt be my Cuckold, 
I'll be thy faichful Friend. ä 
Lern. Peace, Dirt and Dunghil, 
I will not loſe my Anger on a Raſcal, 
Provoke me more, I'll beat thy blown Body 
Till thou rebound'ſt again like a Tennis-Ball. 
Alon. This is miraculous. 
San. Is this the Fellow 
That had the Patience to become a Fool, 
A flurted Fool, and on a ſudden break, | 
As if he would ſhew a Wonder to the World, 
Both in Bravery, and Fortune too? 
much admire the Man, I am aſtoniſht. 
Mar. I'll be divorc'd immediately. 
Leon. You ſhall not, ok 
You ſhall not have ſo much will to be wicked. 
I am more tender of your Honour, Lady, 


And of your Age; you took me for a Shadow, 


* 
Eds 
8 
* T1 
> 
x; 
PLE 
o 5 N 
2 . 
1 
3 
. 
2 8 
* 
2 
[4 1 
XI 
3 
9 
2 
1 
0 
RS 
72 
25 
8 
+] 
2 
© * 
7 
N 
SIE 
* 
3 
25 
IS 
5 
ES. 
SSH 
15 
1 
5 


* : = * 9 2 * N 
oa 2 8 " POR TY N * : b _ 
8 c * 5 * 2 4 1 3 1 6 r F Of OE I 4 
— — < ” N * 0 5 LY J 5 * e gs * 7 5 1 2 * ot,” 2 * N 
N - I Ge I EL no SENS a ke (On BE EI EE, . ð . 1 * ? * . 
COLE IO . RY ae ES ng 9 R 


You 


be LOT PSI . SCE; Sep r . — * „ a - a 
* . OOF. ates ESE oC TE Wnt 22 AE on Es 
. SN 


Have a Wife. 1055 
You took me to gloſs over your Diſcredit, (comb; 


To be your Fool, you had thought you had found a Cox;- 
am innocent of any foul Diſhonour I mean to ye. 
Only | will be known to be your Lord now, 

And-be a fair one too, or 1 will fall for't. 

Mar. do command ye from me, thou poor Fellow, 
Thou cozen'd Fool. 
Lein. thou cozen'd Fool? 'tis not fo, 

J will ot be commanded: I am above ye: 

You m-y divorce me from your Favour, Lady, 

But fr0:.: your State you never ſhall, I'll hold that, 
And chen maintain your Wantonnels, I'll wink at it. 

Mar. Am | brav'd thus in mine own Houſe? 

Leon. Tis mine, Madam, (in't; 
You are deceiv'd, I am Lord of it, I rule it and all that's 
You have nothing to do here, Madam 
But as a Servant to {weep clean the Lodgings, 
And at my farther Will ro do me Service, 
And ſo I'll keep it. 

Mar. As you love me, give way. 

Leon. It ſhall be better, 


Iwill give none, Madam, 


I ftand upon the ground of mine own Honour, 

And will maintain it; you ſhall know me now 

To be an underſtanding feeling Man, 

And ſenſible of what a Woman aims at, 
A young proud Woman, that has Will to fail with, 


An itching Woman, that her Blood provokes too, 


| calt my Cloud off, and appear my ſelf, 

The Maſter of this little piece of Miſchief, | 
And I will put a Spell about your Fect, Lady, 

They ſhall not wander but where I give way now. 

Duke. Is this the Fellow that the People pointed at, 
For the meer ſign of Man, the walking Image? 
He ſpeaks wondrous highly. 

Leon. As a Husband ovght, Sir, 

In his own Houſe, and it becomes me well too; | 
| think your Grace, would grieve if you were put to 10 
To have a Wife or Servant of your own, 

{For Wives ate reckon'd in the rank of Serrvants,) 


um 8 — . * SS” — — 228 ” 
FS n R r I i — - N p 
97 10 — n —ʃ — — * = == * > 1 * N — Fa 
a 4 ALOE —» ”Y 8 a = 
3 F — 3 — Tp — — 


2 2 je 
. 
— 2 N 2 


— 3 
— . 2 

>, 2 
” — — - 


C4 | Under 


RES 4 2 / . . 
. a — * =_ r * 
. —— — — — *** 
. — V— 3 j . : : * — 
— — — — — — — ; 
Loy» — — = Jes” Wha K — cms lia — — — — = 
| ERA — —: - Ss 
8 * od XX — 2 — — > — — p 


reer 
— — 
r 
— 5 — — —— — — 
v 
ed 


— 


2 
Is Sno 
— 


1056 Rule a W ife, and 


Under your own Roof to command ye. 


nan. Brave, a ſtrange Converſion, thou ſhalt lead 
In chief now. | 


Duke. Is there no difference betwixt her and you, Sir 
Leon. Not now, Lord, my Fortune makes me ev'n, 


And as I am an honeſt Man, I am nobler. 


— 


Mar. Get me my Coach. 

Leon. Let me {ee who dares get it 
Till I command, I'll make him draw your Coach too, 
And eat your Coach, (which will be hard Diet) 
That executes your Will; or take your Coach, Lady, 
give you Liberty, and take your People | 
W hich I turn off, and take your Will abroad with ye, 


Take all theſe freely, but take me no more, 
And ſo farewel. 


Duke. Nay, Sir, you ſhall not carry it 
So bravely off, you ſhall not wrong a Lady 
In a high huffing Strain, and think to bear it, 
We ſtand not by as Bawds to your brave Fury, | 
To ſee a Lady weep. (not worth Pity, 
Leon. They are Tears of Anger, Ibeſeech ye note em, 


Wrung from her Rage, becauſe her Will prevails not, 


She would {woon now if ſhe could not cry, 

Elſe they were excellent, and I ſhou'd grieve too, 
Put falling thus, thy ſhow nor Sweet nor Orient. 
Pur up my Lord, this is Oppreſſion, 

And calls the Sword of Ju ſtice to relieve me. 

The Law to lend her Hand, the King to right me, 
All which ſhall underſtand how you provoke me, 


In mine own Houſe to brave me, is this Princely? 


Then to my Guard, and if I ſpare your Grace, 


And do not make this Place your Monument, 
Too rich a Tomb for ſuch. a rude Behaviour, (me. 


I have a Cauſe will kill a thouſand of ye, Mercy forſake 
Juan. Hold, fair Sir, 1 beſeech ye, 


'The Gentleman but pleads his own Right nobly. (dom, 


Leon. He that dares ſtrike againſt the Husband's frec- 
The Husband's Curſe ſtick ro him, a tam'd Cuckold, 


His Wife be fair and young, but moſt diſhoneſt, 


Mott impudent, and have no feeling of it, 


No 
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No Conſcience to reclaim her from a Monſter, 
Let her lye by him like a flattering Ruin, 
And at one inſtant kill both Name and Honour, 
Let him be loſt, no Eye to weep his end, 
Nor find no Earth that's baſe enough to bury him. 
Now Sir, fall on, I am ready to oppoſe ye. (well. 
Due. J have better thought, I pray Sir uſe your Wife 
Leon. Mine own Humanity will teach me thar, Sir, 
Andnow youare all welcome, all, and we'll to Dinner, 
This is my Wedding-day. 
Duke. III croſs your Joy yet. 
5 Fuar. J have ſeen a miracle, hold thine own, Soldier, 
ZZ Sure they dare fight in Fire that conquer Women. 
| San. H'as beaten all my looſe Thoughts out of me, 
As if he had threſht *em out o'th?* Husk. 
Enter Perez. 
Per. Save ye, which is the Lady of the Houſe? 
Leon. Thar's ſhe, Sir, that pretty Lady, 
If you wou'd ſpeak with her. 
 Fuan. Don Michael, Leon, another darer come. 
Per. Pray do not know me, I am full of buſineſs, 
When I have more time I Il be merry with ye. 
It is the Woman. Good Madam, tell me truly, 
Had you a Maid call'd Eſtifania? 
Mar. Yes truly, had 1. 
SF: Per. Was ihe a Maid do you think ? 
BY Mar. 1 dare not ſwear for her. 
| For ſhe had but a ſcant Fame. 
Per. Was ſhe your Kinſwoman? 
Mar. Not that I ever knew; now I look betrer 
I think you marricd her, *give you joy, Sir, 
You may reclaim her, twas a wild young Girl. 
Per. Give me a Halter: Is not this Houſe mine, Madam? 
Was not ſhe Owner of it? pray ſpeak truly. 
Mar, No, certainly, 1 am ſure my Mony paid for it, 
And I ne'er remember yer J gave it you. Sir. 
Fer. The Hangings and the Plate too? 
Mar. All are mine, Sir, 
And every thing you ſee about the building, 
She only kept my Houſe when J was abſent, 
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And fo ill kept it, I was weary of her. 

San. What a Devil ails he? d 

Juan. He's poſſeſt, I'll aſſure you. 

Per. Where is your Maid? 

Mar. Do not you know that have her? -”.. _— 
She is yours now, why ſhou'd 1 look after her? FE 
Since that firſt hour I camel never ſaw her. % 

Per. Iſaw her later, wou'd the Devil had had her, 

It is all true 1 find, a Wild-firetake her. (lent Wife. 

Juan. Is thy Wife with Child, Don Michael? Thy excel 
Art thou a Man yet? GENE 

Alon. When ſhall we come and viſit thee? (Orchards, 

San. And cat ſome rare Fruit? Thou haſt admirable 
You are ſo jealous now, pox o' your Jealouſie, 

How ſcurvily you look! | 
Per. Prethee leave tooling, 
Jam in no humour now to tool and prattle ; 
Did ſhe ne'er play the wag with you? (keep her, 

Mar. Ves many times, ſo often that I was aſham'd to 
But I forgave her, Sir, in hope the would mend ſtill, 
And had not you o'th' inſtant married her, 

I had put her off. | 

Per. I thank ye, I am bleſt ſtill, | 
Which way ſo e'er turnT am a made Man, 

Miſerable gull'd beyond recovery. 

Juan. You'll ſtay and dine? 

Per. Certain I cannot, Captain: 

Hark in thine Ear, I am the arrant'ſt Puppy, 


The miſerableſt Als, but I muſt lea e ye, q L 
I am in haſte, in haſte, bleſs you, good Madam, = 
And you prove as good as my Wife. Exit. 


Leon. Will you come near, Sir, will your Grace but Ho- 
And taſte our Dinner? You are nobly welcome, (nour me, 
All Anger's paſt I hope, and I ſhall ſerve ye. 


Juan. Thou art the ſtock of Men, and] admire thee, 
5 ; ED, | { Exeunt, 
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SET SCENE TL 
Enter Perez. 


Per. I'll go to a Conjurer but III find this Pol- cat, 
67 I This pilfering W hore: A plague of Vails, I cry, 
And Covers for the Impudence of Women, 
Their Sanctity in ſhow will deceive Devils; 
It is my evil Angel, let me bleſs me. 
5 Enter Eſtifania with a Casket. 
= Eflif. Tis he, I am caught, I mult ſtand to it ſtoutly, 
And ſhow no ſhake of Fear, I ſec he is angry, 
Vext at the uttermoſt, Ba | 
Per. My worthy Wife, 
l have been looking of your Modcſty 
All the Town over. 
E if. My moſt noble Husband, 
| am glad I have found ye, for in truth I am weary, 
Weary and lame with looking out your Lordſhip. 
Per. T have been in Bawdy Houles. 
Eſtif. I believe you, and very lately too. 
Per. *Pray you pardon me, 

To ſeek your Ladiſhip, I have been in Cellars, 

In private Cellars, where the thirſty Bawds 

Hear your Confeſſions; J have been at Plays, 

To look you out amongſt the youthful Actors, 
At Puppet Shews, you arc Miſtreſs of the motions, 
At Goſſipings I hearken'd after you, 
but amongſt thoſe Confuſions of lewd Tongues 

There's no diſtinguiſhing beyond a Babel. 

| was amongſt the Nuns becauſe they ſing well, 

But they ſay yours are Pawdy Songs, they mourn for ye, 

And laſt I went to Church to ſeek you out, 

'Tis ſo long ſince you were there, they have forgot you. 

Eſtif. You have had a pretty Progreſs, I'll tell mine now: 
To look you out, I went to twenty Taverns. 
Per. And are you ſober? | 

Eſtif. Yes, 1 reel not yet, Sir, 

Where I ſaw twenty Drunk, moſt of em —_— ; 
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There I had great hope to find you diſguis'd too, 
From hence to the Dicing-houſe, there found {dleſticks 
Quarrcls needleſs and ſenſeleſs, Swords, and Pots, andCan- 
Tables and Stools, and all in one Confuſion, 
And no Man knew his Friend. I left this Chaos, 
And to the Chirurgeon's went, he will'd me ſtay, 
For fays he learned!y, if he be tipled, | 
Twenty to one he whores, and then I hear of him ; 
If he be mad, he quarrels, then he comes too. 
I fought ye where no ſafe thing wou'd have ventur'd, 
Amongſt Diſcaſes, bale and vile, vile Women, 
For I remembred your old Roman Axiom, 
The more the Danger, ſtill the more the Honour. 
Laſt, to your Confeſſor I came, who told me, 
You were too proud to pray, and here I have found ye. 
Per. She bears up bravely, and the Rogueis witty, 
Bur I ſhall daſh it inſtantly to nothing. 
Here leave we off our wanton Languages, 
And now conclude we in a ſharper Tongue. 
Eſiif. Why am I cozen'd? - 
Why am I abuſed? | 
Per. Thou molt vile, baſe, abominable—— 
Eſtif. Captain. 33 
Per. Thou ſtinking, overſtew'd, poor, pocky ——» 
Eſtif. Captain. „ 
Per. Do you Echo me? 
Eſtif. Yes Sir, and go before ye, 
And round about ye, why do you rail at me 
For that that was your own Sin, your own Knavery? 
Per. And brave me too? 
Eſtif. You had beſt now draw your Sword, Captain? 
Draw it upon a Woman, do brave Captain, 
Upon your Wife, Oh moſt renowned Captain. 
Peer. A Plague upon thee, anſwer me directly; 
Why didſt thou marry me? 
Eſtif To be my Husband; 
J had thought you had had infinite, but I'm cozen'd. 
Per. Why didſt thou flatter me, and ſhew me wonders? 
A Houſe and Riches, when they are but Shadows, 
Shadows to me ? nes | 
Eftrf. 


Hawe a Wife. 1061 


Eftif. Why did you work on me 
{It was but my part to requite you, Sir) (me 
With your ſtrong Soldiers Wit, and ſwore you would bring 
So much in Chains, ſo much in Jewels, Husband, 
So much in 1 5 rich Cloaths? | 

Per, Thou haſt *em, Raſcal]; 
I gave'em to thy Hands, my Trunks and all, 
And thou haſt open'd em, and fold my Treaſure. 
Eſtif. Sir, there's your Treaſure, ſell it to a Tinker 
To mend old Kettles ; is this noble Uſage? 
Let all the World view here the Captain's Treaſure, 
A Man wou'd think now, theſe were worthy matters; 

Here's a Shooting-horn Chain gilt over, how it ſcenteth. 

Worſe than the mouldy dirty Heel it ſerved for: i 
And here's another of a leſſer valuc, 
So little I would ſhame to tie my Dog in't, 
Theſe are my Jointure; bluſh and fave a labour, 
Or theſe elſe will bluſh for ye. 

Per. A Fire ſubtle ye, are ye ſo crafty? 

Eſtif. Here's a goodly Jewel, 
Did not you vin this at Goletta, Captain, 
Or took it in the Field from ſome brave Baſhaw, 
How it ſparkles like an old Lady's Eyes 
And fills each Room with Light like a cloſe Lanthorn! 


This wou'd do rarely in an Abby Window, 
To cozen Pilgrims. 


Per. Prethce leave prating.  - 
Eſtif. And here's a Chain of Whitings Eyes for Pearls, 
A Muſcle-Monger would have made a better. | 
Per. Nay, prithee Wife, my Cloaths, my Cloaths. 
Eſtif. I'll tell ye, Es 
Your Cloaths are Parallels to theſe, all Counterfeit. 
Put theſe and them on, you are a Man of Copper, 
A kind of Candleſtick ; theſe you thought, my Husband, 
To have cozen'd me withal, but I am quick with you. 
Per. Is there no Houſe then, nor no Grounds about it? 
No Plate nor Hangings? 
Eſtif. There are none, ſweet Husband, 
Shadow for Shadow is as equal Juſtice. 
Can you rail now ?. Pray put up your Fury, Sir, And 
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And ſpeak great words, you are a Soldier, Thunder 3 
Fer. I will ſpeak little, I have plaid the F ool, _ 
And ſo I am rewarded. 4966: £0 
 Eftif. You have ſpoke well, Sir; Ke 
And novv I ſee you are ſo conformable HE 
I'll heighten you again; go to your Houſe, 
They are packing to be gone, you mult ſup there, 
Il meet ye, and bring Cloaths, and clean Shirts after 
And all things ſhall be well. I'Il colt you once more, 
And teach you to bring Copper. - ö 
Per. Tell me one thing, = 
I do beſeech thee tell me, tell me truth, Wife, 
However I forgive thee ; Art thou honeſt ? 
The Beldam ſwore. 
Eſtif. 1 bid her tell you fo, Sir 
It was my Plot; alas my credulous Husband, 


The Lady told you too. 


Per. Moſt ſtrange things of thee. 
Eſtif. Still 'twas my way, and all to try your ſuff'rance, 
And ſhe denied the Houſe. We 
Per. She knew me not, | 3 
No, nor no Title that I had. Z 
Eſtif. Twas well carried; | FP: 
No more, I am right and ſtraight. 
Per. I wou'd believe thee, 90 
But Heav'n knows how my Heart is; will ye follow me? 
Eſtif. I'll be there ſtrait. : | ſb” 
Per. I am fool'd, yet dare not find it. [ExizPere:, 
Eſtif. Go filly Fool; thou may'ſt be a good Soldier 
In open Field, but for our private Service 
Thou art an Aſs, I'll make thee fo, or miſs elſe. 
; Enter Cacafogo. 3 
Here comes another Trout that I muſt tickle, 
And tickle daintily, I have loſt my end elſe. 
May I crave your leave, Sir? 
Cac. Prithee be anſwered, thou ſhalt crave no leave, 
I am in my Meditations, do not vex me, . 
A beaten thing, but this hour a moſt bruiſed thing, 
That People had compaſſion on it, looked fo, 
Ihe next Sir Palmerin, here's fine proportion, 


* 


An 
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An Aſs, and then an Elephant, ſweet Juſtice, 
There's no way left to come at her now, no craving, 
If Mony cou'd come near, yet I wou'd pay him; © 
I have a mind to make him a huge Cuckold, 
And Mony may do much; a thouſand Duckats? 
Tis bur the letting Blood of a rank Heir. 
Eſtif. *Pray you hear me. Jy (now, 
Cac. I know thou haſt ſome Wedding Ring to pawn 
Of Silver and Gilt, with a blind Poſie in't, 
Love and aMill-horſe ſhou'd go round together, 
Or thy Child's Whiſtle, or thy SquirrePs Chain, 
I'll none of em; Iwou'd the did but know me, 
Or wou'd this Fellow had but uſe of Mony, 
That I might come in any way. 
Eſtif. T am gone, Sir, 
And I ſhall tell the Beauty ſent me to ye, 
The Lady Margarita. 
Cac. Stay | prithee, | 
What is thy Will? I turn me wholly to ye, 
And talk now till thy Tongue ake, I will hear ye. 
Eſtif She would entreat you, Sir, 
Cac. She ſhall command, Sir, 
Let it be ſo, Ibeſeech thee, my ſweet Gentlewoman, 
Do not forget thy ſelt. 
Eſtif. She does command then . 
This Courteſie, becauſe the knows you are noble. 
Cac. Your Miſtreſs by the way 
Eſtif. My natural Miſtreſs, 
Upon theſe Jewels, Sir, they are fair and rich, 
And view em right. 
Cac. To doubt 'em is an Hereſie. 
Eſtif. A thouſand Duckats, tis upon neceſſity 
Of preſent uſe, her Husband, Sir, is ſtubborn. 
Cac. Long may he be ſo. (Parts and Perſon, 
Eſtif. She deſires withal a better knowledge of your 
And when you pleaſe to do her fo much Honour. 
Cac. Come, let's diſpatch. 
Eftif. In troth I have heard her ſay, Sir, 
Of a fat Man ſhe has not ſeen a ſweeter, 
But in this buſineſs, Sir. 
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Cac. Let's do it firſt BE, 
And then diſpute, the Ladies uſe may long for't. 
Eſtif. All ſecrecy ſhe wou'd deſire, ſhe told me 
Haw wiſe you are. 
Cac. We are not wile to talk thus, 
Carry her the Gold, I'll look her out a Jewel, 
| Shall ſparkle like her Eyes, and thee another; 
Come prithee come, I long to ſerve thy Lady, 
Long monſtrouſſy; now Valour I ſhall meet ye, 
You that dare Dukes. | 
Eſtif. Green Gooſe you are now in Sippets. Exeunt. 
Enter the Duke, Sanchio, Juan, and Alonzo. 
Dake. He ſhall not have his Will, I ſhall prevent him, 
I have a Toy here that will turn the Tide, 
And ſuddenly, and ſtrangely, hear Don Juan, 


Do you preſent it to him. 
e I am commanded. [ Exit, 
Duke. A Fellow founded out of Charity, 
And moulded to the height, contemn his Maker, 
Curb the free Hand that fram'd him? This muſt not be. 
San. That ſuch an Oyſter- hell ſhould hold a Pearl, 
And of fo rare-a price in Priſon, | 
Was ſhe made to be the matter of her own undoing, 
To let a ſlovenly unweildy Fellow, 
Unruly and felf-will'd, diſpoſe her Beauties? 
We ſuffer all, Sir, in this fad Eclipſe; 
She ſhould ſhine where ſhe might ſhow like her ſelf, 
An abſolute Sweetneſs, to comfort thoſe admire her, 
And ſhed her Beams upon her Friends. | 
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We are ould all, | £ 
And all the World will grumble at your Patience, 
If ſhe be raviſh't thus. | | 


Duke Ne'er fear it, Sanchio, 
We'll have her free again, and move at Court 
In her clear Orb. But one ſweet handfomneſs 
To bleſs this part of Spain, and have that flubber'd? 
Alen. Tis every good Man's cauſe, and we muſt ſtir in it. 
Duke. I'll warrant he fall be glad to pleaſe us, 
And glad to ſhare too, we ſhall hear anon 
A new Song from him, let's attend a little. (Oo 
"I | ner 
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Enter Leon, and Juan with a Commiſſon, 

Leon. Colonel, lain-bound to you for this nobleneſs, 
I ſhould have been your Officer, 'tis true, Sir, 
And a proud Man I ſhou'd have been to have ſery'd you; 
'T has pleas'd the King, our of his boundleſs Favours, 
To make me your Companion, this Commiſſion 
Gives me a Tho of Horſe. 

Fuan. I do rejoice at it, 
And am a glad Man we ſhall gain your Company, 
] am ſure the King knows you are newly married, 
And out of that reſpect gives you more time, Sir. 

Leon. Within four days Iam gone, ſo he commands me, 
And 'tis not mannerly for me to argue it, 
The time grows ſhorter ſtill; are your Goods ready? 
Juan. They are aboard. 
Leon. Who waits there? 

Enter Servant. 


[ 


Sv; Sir. | (Sir, 

Leon. Do you hear ho, go carry this unto your Miſtrels, 
And let her ſee how much the King has honour'd me, 
Bid her be luſty, ſhe muſt make a Soldier, [ Exit Serv. 
| Fa Enter Lorenzo. 
Lorenzo, Sir, . 
Go take down all the Hangings, | 
And pack upall my Cloaths, my Plate and Jewels, 
And all the Furniture that's portable, IR, 
Sir when we lic in Garriſon, *tis neceſſary 4p 
We keep a handſom Port, for the King's Honour; 
And do you hear, let all your Lady's Wardrobe 
Be ſafely plac'd in Trunks, they mult along too. 

Lor. Whither muſt they go, Sir? 

Leon. To the Wars, Lorenzo, | 
And you and all, I will not leave a Turn- pit, 
That has one Dram of Spleen againſt a Durchman. 

Lor. Why then St. Jaques hey, you have made us all, Sir, 
And if we leave ye does my Lady go too? 


\ 


Leon. The Stuffmuſt go tomorrow towards the Sea, Sir, 
All, all muſt go. 
Lr. Why Pedro; Vaſco, Dego, 
Come help me, come come Boys Soldadocs, — 
5 e ‚ 
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To undo't again? Fye, twere a baſe diſcredit. 
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w 2 fley theſe Beer - bellied Rogues, come away quickly. 
Juan. Has taken a brave way to fave his Honour, Exit. 
And croſs the Duke, now I ſhall love him dearly, 
By the life of Credit thou art a noble Gentleman. 
Enter Margarita, led by two Ladies, _ 
Teon. Why how now, Wife, what, ſick at my Prefer- 
This is not kindly done. (ment? 
Mar. No ſooner love ye, 5 
] ove ye intirely, Sir, brought to conſider 
The Goodr eſs of your Mind and mine own Duty, 
Put loſe you inſtantly, be di vorc'd from ye? 
I his is a Cruelty, I'll to the King 
And tell him 'tis un uſt to part two Souls, 
Iwo Minds fo nearly mix'd. 
Leon. By no mean*, Sweet-heart 
Mar. If he were married but four Days, as I am. 
Leon. He wou'd hang himſelf the fifth, or fly his Country. 
Mar. He wou'd make it Treaſon for that Tongue that 
Put talk of War, or any thing to vex him; (durſt 
You ſhall not go. 
Leon. Indeed I muſt, ſweet Wiſe; 
What, ſhall I loſe the King ſor a few Kiſſes? 
We'll have enough. P 
Mar. I'll to the Duke my Couſin, he ſhall to th' King. 
Leon. He did me this great Office, 
T thank bis Grace for't, ſhould I pray him now 


Mar. Would I were able, Sir, to bear you Company, 
How willing ſhou'd I be then, and how merry! 
will not live alone. 6 

Leon. Be in peace, you ſha!l not. [Muc ſt within. 

Mar. M hat knocking's this? Oh Heav'n my Head, wh) 
I think the War's begun i' th! Houſe already. , (Raſcals. 
Leon. The Preparation js, * are taking down, 
And packing up the Hangings, Plate and Jewels, 
And all thoſe Furnitures that ſhall befit me. 
When I lye in Garriſon. 

| Enter Coachman.. 

C-achm. Mult the Coach go ton, Sir? 

Leon. How v ill yeur Lady paſs to th' Sea clic . 
| Ve 


By 
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We ſhall find Shipping for't there to tranſport it. 
Mar. I go? alas! 
Leon. 1'll have a main care of ye, 
I know ye are ſickly, he ſhall drive the eaſier, - 
And all Accommodation ſhall attend ye. 
Mar. Wou'd I were able, 
Leon. Come I warrant ye, 

Am not I with ye, Sweet? Are her Cloaths packt up, 

And all her Linnen? Give your Maids Direction, 

You know my time's but ſhort, and I am commanded. 
Mar. Let me have a Nurſe, 

And all ſuch neceſſary People with me, 

And an eaſie Bark. 

Leon. It ſhall not trot I warrant ye, 
Curvet it may ſometimes. 
Mar. Tam with Child, Sir. | 
Leon. At four days warning? This is ſom*thing ſpeedy. 

Do you conceive as our Jennets do, with a Weſt Wind? 

My Heir will be an arrant fleet one, Lady, 

Tl ſwear you were a Maid when I firſt lay with ye. 

Mar. Pray do not ſwear, I thought I was a Maid too, 

But we may both be cozen'd in that point, Sir. 
Leon. In ſuch a trait point ſure 1 cou'd not err, Madam. 

Juan. This is another tenderneſs to try him, _ 

Fetch her up now. (that? 
Mar. Vou muſt provide a Cradle, and what a trouble's 
Leon. The Sea ſhall rock it, „ 

*Tis the beſt Nurſe; 'twill roar and rock together, 

A ſwinging Storm will ſing you ſuch a lulliby. 
Mar. Faith let me ſtay, I ſhall but ſhame ye, Sir. 
Leon. And you were a thouſand Sh.imes youſhall along 

At home I am ſure you'll prove a Million. (with me, 

Every Man carries the bundle of his ſins 

Upon his 6wn Back, you are mine, I'Il ſweat for ye. 

Eurer Duke, Alonzo, and Sanchio. 
Duke. What, Sir, preparing for your noble Journey? 

*Tis well, and full of care. | | 

1 faw your Mind was wedded to the War, 

And knew you wou'd prove ſome good Man for your 

Therefore fair Couſin, with your gentſe pardon, 4? 
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I got this place: What, mourn at his Advancement? 
You are to blame, he will come again, ſweet Couſin 
Mean time, like fad Penelope and Sage, e 
Among your Maids at home, and Huſwifely. 

Leon. No Sir, I dare not leave her to that Solitarincſ 
She is young, and Grief or ill News from thoſe Quarters 
May daily croſs her ; ſhe ſhall go along, Sir. 

Duke. By no means, Captain. 

Leon. By all means an't pleaſe ye. 

Duke. What take a young and tender body'd Lady s 3 
And expoſe her to thoſe dangers, and thoſe tumults A 
A ſickly Lady too? 5 5 : B 

Leon. Twill make her well, Sir, 
There's no ſuch Friend to Health as whol 

San. Away, it muſt not be. 

Alon. It ought not, Sir, 3 
Go hurry her? It is not human, Captain. (peſts, 

Duke. I cannot blame her Tears, fright her with Tem- 
With Thunder of the War. * | 
I dare ſwear if ſhe were able. Leon. She is moſt able. 
And pray ye ſwear not, ſhe mult go, there's no remedy; 
Nor Greatneſs, nor the trick you had to part us, 
Which I ſmell too rank, too open, too evident 
(\nd I muſt tell you, Sir, tis moſt unnoble) 

Shall hinder me: Had ſhe bur ren hours life, 
Nay leſs, but two hours, 1 wou'd have her with me, 
| wou'd not leave her Fame to fo much ruin 
To ſuch a deſolation and diſcredit | 
As her Weakneſs and your hot Will wou'd work her to. 

DM Ente& eiern. 

What Maſque is this now? | 
More Tropes and Figures to abuſe my ſufFrance, 


ſome Travel. 
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| What Couſin's this? 
Juan. Michael van Owle, how doſt thou? 
In what dark Barn or Tod of aged Ivy 
Haſt thou lyen hid? „ 2 
Per. Things muſt both ebb and flow, Colonel, 
And People mult conceal, and thine again. (men, 
You are welcome hither as your Friend may ſay, Gentlc- 


A pretty Houſe ye ſee handſomly ſeated, 


Sweet 
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Sweet and convenient Walks, the Waters cryſtal, 
Alon. He's certain mad. L 
Juan. As mad as a French Taylor, 
That has nothing in's Head but ends of Fuſtians. 
Ter. I ſee you are packing now, my gentle Couſin, 
And my Wife told me I ſhould find it fo, 
- *Tis true Ido; you were merry when I was laſt here, 
But *twas your Will to try my Patience, Madam. 
I am ſorry that my ſwift occaſions 
Can let you take your Pleaſure here no longer, 
Vet I wou'd have you think, my honour'd Couſin, 
This Houſe and all I have are all your Servants. (ma: ? 
Leon. What Houſe, what Pleaſure, Sir, what do gu 
Per. You hold the Jeſt ſo ſtiff, 'twill prove diſcourteous; 
This Houſe I mean, the Pleaſures of this Place. 
Leon. And what of them? 
Per. They are mine, Sir, and you know it, 
My Wife's I mean, and fo confer'd upon me. 
The Hangings, Sir, I muſt entreat. your Servants, 
That are ſo buſie in their Offices, 
Again to miniſter to their right uſes, 
I ſhall take view o'th' Plate anon, and Furnitures 
That are of under place; you are merry ſtill, Couſin, 
And of a pleaſant Conſtitution, Fes 
Men of great Fortunes make their Mirths at placi tum. 
Leon. Prithee good ſtubborn Wife, tell ine directly, 
Good evil Wife leave fooling and tell me honeſtly, 
Is this my Kinſman? 
Mar. I can tell ye nothing. 
Leon. I have many Kinſmen, bur ſo mad a one, 
And ſo phantaſtick — all the Houle? 
Fer. All mine, 
And all within it. I will not bate ye an ace on't. 
Can you not receive a noble Courteſie, 
And quietly and handſomely as ye ought, Coz, 
But you muſt ride o'th* top on t? Y 
Leon. Canſt thou fight? f | 
Per. Vil tell ye preſently, I cou'd have done, Sir- 
Leon. For ye muſt law and claw before ys get it. 
Juan, Away, no Quarrels. 
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And then 1 yield. 
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Leon. Now I am more temperate, 


_ Vil have it prov'd if you were never yet in Bedlam, 


Never in Love, for that's a Lunacy, ... 
No great State left ye that you never Jook'd for, 
Nor cannot manage, that's a rank Diſtemper 

That you were Chriſten'd, and who anſwer' d for ye, 


Per. H'as half perſwaded me I was bred ith Moon, 


I have ne'er a Buſh at my Breech; are not we both mad, 


And is not this a phantaſtick Houſe we are in, 

And all a Dream we do? Will ye walk out, Sir? 
And if I do not beat thee preſently | 

Into a ſound belief, as Senſe can give thee, : 
Brick me into that Wall there for a Chimney Piece, 


And ſay 1 wag one o'th* Ceſars, done by a Seal - cutter. 


Leon. VII talk no more, come we'll away immediately. 
Mar. Why then the Houle is his, and all that's in it; 
PI give away my Skin but I'll undo ye 
I gave it to his Wife, you mult reſtore, Sir, 

And make a new Proviſion. | (Couſin, 

Per. Am I mad now or am] chriſten'd, you my Pagan 
My mighty Mahound Kinſman, what quirk now? 
You ſhall bt welcome all, I hope to fee Sir 
Your Grace here, and my Coz, we are all Soldiers, 
And muſt do naturally for one another. 


Duke. Are ye blank at this? Then I muſt tell ye, Sir, 


Ye have no Command, now ye may go at pleaſure 


And ride your Aſs Troop, *twas a trick I us'd 
To try your Jealouſie upon entreaty, 
And ſaving ot your Wile. 

Leon. All this not moves me, | 
Nor ſtirs my Gall, nor alters my Affections: 
You have more Furniture, more Houſes, Lady, 
And rich ones too, | wiil make bold with thoſe, 
And you have Land i'th' Indzes as I rake it. 
Thither we'll go, and view a while thoſe Climates, 
Viſit your Factors there, that may betray ye, 
Tis done, we muſt go. 

Mar. Now thou art a brave Gentleman, 
And by this ſacred Light I love thee dearly. 
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The Houſe is none of yours, I did but jeſt, Sir, 


You are no Coz of mine, I beſeech ye vaniſh, 

I tell you plain, OP have-no more right than he (ye: 

Has, that ſenſeleſs thing, your W ite has once more fool'd 

Go ye and conſider. Be ir. 
Leon. Good morrow my ſweet Couſin, I ſhou'd be glad, 
Per, By this Hand ſhe dies fort, 

Or any Man that ſpeaks for her, Exit Perez. 
Juan. Theſe are fine Toys. 
Mar. Let me requeſt you ſtay but one poor Month, 

You ſhall have a Commifſion and I'll go too, 

Give me but will ſo far. 1 II 5 

Leon. Well I will try ye; 


Good. morrow to your Grace, we have private buſineſs. 


Duke. If I miſs thee again, I am an arrant Bungler. 
Juan. Thou ſhalt have my Command, and I'll march un- 
Nay be thy Boy before thou ſhalt be bafled, (der thee, 


Thou art ſo brave a Fellow. 


Alon. I have ſcen Viſions. Exeunt. 


Ser. 
Enter Leon with a Letter, and Margarita. 


Leon. Ome hither Wife, do you know this Hand? 
Aar. I do, Sir, 

Tis Eſtifania, that was once my Woman. 

Leon. She writes to me here, that one Cacafogo, 

An uſuring Jeweller's Son, I know the Raſcal, 

Is mortally faln in Love with ye. | 
Mar. Is a Monſter, deliver me from Mountains. 
Leon. Do you go a buding tor al forts of People? 

And this Evening will come to ye and ſhew ye Jewels, 

And offers any thing to get 4ccels to ye; 25 

If I can make or ſport or profit on lim, 

{For he is fit for both) ſhe bids me ule him, 

And ſo I will, be you conformable, and follow but my will. 
Mar. | ſhall nor fail, Sir. | 
Leon. Will the Duke come again, do you, think? 

Fs e — Aar. 
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Mar. No ſure, Sir, | 
H'as now no Policy to bring him hither. 
Leon. Nor bring you to him, if my Wit hold, fair Wife: 
Let's in to Dinner. 5 [ Exeunt. 
Enter Perez. 


Fer. Had I but Lungs enough to bawl ſufficiently, 
That all the Queans in Chriſtendom might hear me, 
That Men might run away from Contagion, 

1 had my wiſh; wou'd it were moſt High Treaſon, 
Moſt infinite high, for any Man to marry, _ 

I mean for any Man that wou'd live handſonicly, 5 
And like a Gentleman, in his Wits and Credit. 5 
W hat torments ſhall I put her to, Phalaris Bull now? 
Pox, they love Bulling too well, tho? they ſmoke fort, 
Cut her apieces ? ev'ry Piece will live ſtill, 

And ev'ry morſel of her will do Miſchief 

They have ſo many Lives, there's no Hanging of 'em, 
They are too light to drown, they are Cork and Feathers; 
To burn too cold, they live like Salamanders; 
Under huge heaps of Stones to bury her, 

And fo depreſs her as they did the Giants; 
dhe will move under more than built old Babel. 

I muſt deſtroy her. 

Enter Cacafogo, with a Casket. 

Cac. Be cozen'd by a thing of Clouts, a ſhe Moth, 
That ev'ry Silk-man's Shop breeds; to be cheated, 
And of a thouſand Duckats, by a whim-wham? _ 

Per. Who's that is cheated, ſpeak again thou Viſion, 
Aut art thou cheated ? Miniſter ſome comfort: 

Yell me directly, art thou cheated bravely ? 

- ome, prithee come, art thou ſo pure a Coxcomb 

To be undone? Do not diſlemble with me, 

Tell me I conjure thee. 

Cac. Then keep thy Circle, 

For I am a Spirit wild that flies about thee, 

And who cer thou art, if thou be'ſt Human, 

Im let thee plainly know, I am cheated damnably. 
Per. Fa, ba, ha. 5 8 
Cac. Doſt thou laugh? damnably, I ſay, moſt damnably. 
Per. By whom, good Spirit, ſpeak, ſpeak, ha, ha, ha. 


Cac, 
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cac. Iwill utter, laugh till thy Lungs crack, by a raſcal 
A lewd, abominable, and plain Woman. (Woman, 
Doſt thou laugh ſtill? 
per. I muſt laugh, prithee pardon me, 
I ſhall laugh terribly. 5 
3 Cac. I ſhall be angry, terrible angry, I have cauſe. 
Per. That's it, and 'tis no reaſon but thou ſhou dſt be 
Angry at Heart, yet Imuſt laugh ſtill at thee, (angry, 
By a Woman cheated? art ſure it was a Woman? 
Cac, ] ſhall break thy Head, my Valour itches at thec. 
3 Per. It is no matter, by a Woman cozen'd, 
A xeal Woman? 
« Cac. A real Devil, „„ 
Plague of her Jewels and her Copper Chains, 
How rank they ſmell. 
Per. Sweet cozen'd Sir, let me ſee them, 
I have been cheated too, I wou'd have you note that, 
And lewdly cheated, by a Woman allo, 
A ſcurvy Woman, I am undone, {weet Sir, 
Therefore I muſt have leave to laugh. 
EF: Cac. Pray ye take it, 
Fx You are the merrieſt undone Man in Europe. 
What need we Fiddles, Bawdy Songs, and Sack, 
When our own Miſeries can make us merry? 
Per. Ha, ha, ha. WO | 
I have ſeen theſe Jewels, what a notable Pennyworth 
Have you had next your Heart? you will not take, Sir, 
Some twenty Duckats? 
Cac. Thou art deceiv'd, I will take. 
Per. To clear your Bargain now. 


Ke Cac. I'll take ſome ten, ſome any thing, ſome half ten, 
We. Half a Duckat. | 

# Ter. An excellent Lapidary ſet theſe Stones ſure, 

5 Do you mark their Waters? 


Cac. Quick-ſand choak their Waters, | 
And hers that bought em too, but | ſhall find her. 
Per. And fo ſhall I, I hope, but do not hurt her, 
You cannot find in all this Kingdom, 
(If you had need of cozening, as you may have, 
For ſuch groſs Natures will deſire it often, 


'Is 
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Dis at ſometime too a fine variety, 
A Woman that can cozen ye ſo neatly, 
She has taken half mine Anger off with this trick. Ex- 
Cac. If I were valiant now, I wou'd kill this F ah ; 


er | ua. ow, 
TI have Mony enough lies by me at a pinch 
To pay for twenty Raſcals Lives that vex me. 
Tu to this Lady, there I ſhall be ſatisfied. Exit. 


Euter Leon, and Margarita. 
Leon. Come, we'll away unto your Country Houſe 
And there we'll learn to live contentedly, = 
This Place is full of Charge and full of Hurry, Ei 
No part of Sweetneſs dwells about theſe Ciries. T 
Mar. W hither you will, 1 wait upon your Pleaſure, 
Live in a hollow Tree, Sir, I'll live with ye. 
Leon. Ay, now you ſtrike a Harmony, a true one, 
When your Obedience waits upon your Husband, 
And your fick Will aims at the care of Honour; 
Why, now I dote upon ye, love ye dearly, 
And my rough Nature falls like roaring Streams, 
Clearly and ſweetly into your Embraces. 
O what a Jewel is a Woman excellent, 
A Wile, a Virtuous, and a Noble Woman! 

When we meet ſuch, we bear our Stamps on both ſides, 
And through the World we hold our currant Virtucs, 
Alone we are ſingle Medals, only Faces, 
And wear our Fortunes out in uſeleſs Shadows, 
Command you now, and caſe me of that trouble, 
T'll be as humble to you as a Servant, | 
Bid whom you pleaſe, invite your noble Friends, 
They ſhall be welcome all, viſit Acquaintance, 
Go at your Pleaſure, now Experience \ 
Has link't you faſt unto the Chain of Goodneſs, 

[Claſhing Swords. A cry within, Down with their Sword, 
What Noiſe is this, what diſmal Cry? 
Mar. Tis loud too. 
Sure there's ſome Miſchiefdone i'th* Street, look out there. 
Leun. Look out and help). 
3 Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Oh, Sir, the Duke Medina. 
Leon. What of the Duke Medina? 


Ser. 
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wed 


Ser, Oh ſweet Gentleman, is almoſt flain. 
Mar. Away, away, and help him, all the Houſe help. 
Exit Servant. 
Leon. How! ſlain ? why Margarita, | 
Why Wife, ſure ſome new Device they have a foot again, 
Some Trick upon my Credit, I ſhall meet it, 
| had rather guide a Ship Imperial 
Alone, and in a Storm, than rule one Woman. 
Enter Duke, Sanchio, Alonzo, and Servant. 
Mar. How came ye hurt, Sir? . 
Dube. I fell out with my Friend, the noble Colonel, 
My Cauſe was naught, for *rwas about your Honour: 
And he that wrongs the Innocent ne'er proſpers, 
And he has left me thus for Charity ; e 
Lend me a Bed to caſe my tortur'd Body, 
That e'er I periſh I may ſhow my Penitence, 
fear I am lain. 
Leon. Help Gentlemen, to carry him, 
There ſhail be nothing in this Houſe, my Lord, 
Put as your own. | 
Duke. I thank ye, noble Sir. 


s 


Leon. ToBed with him,and Wite give your attendance. 


Enter Juan. 
Juan. Doctors and Surgeons. 
Duke. Do not diſquiet me, 

But let me take my leave in peace. 


[ Exit Duke, Sanchio, Alon. Marg. Servant. 


Leon. Afore me, 
Tis rarely counterfeited. 
Juan. True, it is ſo, Sir, 
F ny take you heed this laſt Blow do not ſpoil ye, 
Je is not hurt, only we made a ſcuffle, 
As tho' we purpos'd Anger; that fame ſcratch 


Ons Hand he took, to colour all, and craw compaſſion, 


That he might get into your Houſe more cunningly. 


I muſt not ſtay, ſtand now, and you're a brave Fellow. 


Leon. 1 thank ye noble Colonel, and I honour ye. 
Never be quiet? | 
| Euter Margarita. 
Mar. He's moſt deſperate ill, Sir, 


[Exit Juan, 
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I do not think theſe ren Months will recover him, 
Leon. Does he hire my Houſe to play the Fool in, 
Or does it ſtand on Fairy Ground? we are haunted: 2 
Are all Men and their Wives troubled with Dreams thus? 

Mar. What ail you, Sir? 5 

Leon. Nay, what ail you, ſweet Wife, . 
To put theſe daily Paſtimes on my Patience? : 
What doſt thou ſee in me, that I ſhou'd ſuffer thus? 
Have not I done my part like a true Husband, 

And paid ſome deſperate Debts you never look'd for? 
Mar. You have'done handſomely, I muſt confeſs, Sir. 
Leon. Have I not kept thee waking like a Hawk? 

And watcht thee with Delights to ſatisfie thee? 

The very Tithes of which had won a Widow. 

Mar, Alas, I pity ye. 

Leon. Thou wilt make me angry, 

Thou never ſaw'{t me mad yet. 

Mar, You are always, 

You carry a kind of Bedlam {till about ye. 

Leon. If thou purſu'ſt me further, I run ſtark mad, 
If you have more hurt Dukes or Gentlemen, 
To lie here on your Cure, I ſhall be deſperate ; 

J know the trick, and you ſhall feel I know it. 

Are ye ſo hot that no Hedge can contain ye? 

I'll have thee let Blood in all the Veins about thee, 

Fl have thy Thoughts found too, and have them open'd, 

Thy Spirits purg'd, for thoſe are they that fire ye; 

The Maid ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, thou the Maid, 

And all thoſe ſervile Labours that ſhe reach at, 

And go through cheerfully, or elſe ſleep empty; 

That Maid ſhall lye by me to teach you Duty, 

You in a Pallet by to humble ye, | 

And prieve for whar you loſc. 

Mar. I have loſt my ſelf, Sir, | 
And all that was my baſe ſelf, Diſobedience, | Knee! 
My. Wantonneſs, my Stubbornneſs | have loſt roo, 
And now by that pure Faith good Wives are crown'd with, 
By your own Nobleneſs. 8 | 

| Enter Altea. # 
Leon. I take ye up, and wear ye next my Heart, 


© £@ 
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See you be worth it. Now what with you? 
Il. I come to tell my Lady, 
here is a fulſome Fellow wou'd fain ſpeak with her. 
Leon. Tis Cacafogo, go and entertain him, 
And draw him on with hopes. 

Mar. I ſhall obſerve ye. 
Leon. I have a rare deſign upon that Gentleman, 
And you muſt work too: _ 
Alt. I ſhall, Sir, moſt willingly. | (place 
Leon. Away then both, and keep him cloſe in ſome 
EZ From the Duke's ſight, and keep the Duke in too, 
EZ Make 'em believe both; I'll find time to cure 'em. [ Ex. 
Enter Perez, and Eſtifania, with a Piſtol, and a 

Dagger. 

Per. Why how dar'ſt thou meet me again, thou Rebel, 


E 4 And knowſt how thou haſt uſed me thrice, thou Raſcal ? 
EZ Were there not ways enough to fly my Vengeance, 


No Holes nor Vaults to hide thee from my Fury, 
But thou muſt meet me Face to Face to kill thee? 
l wou'd not ſeek thee to deſtroy thee willingly, 

But now thou com'ſt to invite me, 

And com'ſt upon me, 

How like a Sheep-biting Rogue taken i'th' manner, 
And ready for the Halter doſt thou look now? (Knife 
Thou haſta hanging Look, thou ſcurvy thing, haſt neꝰer a 
Nor ever a String to lead thee to Elyſium? - 

Be there no pitiful *Pothecaries in this Town, 
That have Compaſſion upon wretched Women, 
And dare adminiſter a Dram of Rats-bare, 
hut thou muſt fall to me? 

Eſtif. I know you have Mercy. | 

Per. If I had tuns of Mercy thou deſerv'ſt none, 


5 : What new Trick is now afoot, and what new Houſes 


Have you i'th' Air, what Orchards in Apparition, 
W bat canſt thou ſay for thy Life? 

Eſtif. Little or nothing, 
I know you'll kill me, and I know tis uſcleſs 
To beg for Mercy, pray let me draw my Book out, 
And pray a little. | | 

Per. Do, a very little, : 
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For I have farther buſineſs than thy Killing, 
I have Mony yet to borrow, ſpeak when you are ready 
Bftif. Now now, Sir, now, Shews a Pl 
Come on; do you ftart off from me, | 
Do you ſweat, great Captain, have you feen a Spirit? 
Per. Do you wear Guns? © 
Eftif. 1 am a Soldier's Wife, Sir, 
And by that Privilege 1 may be arm'd. 
Now what's the News, and let's diſcourſe more friendly, 
Aid talk of our Affairs th Peace. | 
Per. Let me fee, 
Prithee let me fee thy Gun, tis a very pretty one. 
. EftF. No, no, Sir, you thall feel. 
ter. Hold ye Villain, what thine own Husband? 
| Eſtif. Let mine own Husband then 
Be in's own Wits; there, there's a thouſand Duckats, 
Who muſt provide for you, and yet you'll kill me. 

Per. 1 will not hurt thee for ten thouſand Millions. 

Eftif. When will you redeem your Jewels, I have 
Youſeefor what, we muſt keep touch. (pawn'd em, 

Per. I'll kiſs thee, Fo ones 
And get as many more, I'll make thee famous, 
Had we the Houſe now! 
Hi Come along with me, 

Tf that be vanifn'd there be moe to hire, Sir. 
Per. 1 ſee I am an Aſs when thou art near me. 

Enter Leon, Margarita, and Altea, with a Taper. 

Leon. Is the Fool come? 

Alt. Yes, and i'th' Cellar faſt. 

And there he ſtays his good hour till I call him, 

He will make dainty Muſick among the Sack-buts, 

I have put him juſt, Sir, under the Duke's Chamber. 
Te9n. It is the better. 
Alt. Has giv'n me royally, _ 

And to my Lady a whole load of Portigues. 

Leon. Better and better ſtill, go Margarita, 
Now play your Prize, you ſay you dare be honeſt, 
Ill put ye to your belt. - ey 

Mar. Secure your fe f, Sir, give me the Candle, 
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pass away in ſilence. Ex. Leon and Altea 

| Marg. knocks. 

Duke. Who's there, oh, on. 
Mar. My Lord. 


Duke within. Have ye brought me Comfort? 
Aar. | have, my Lord; | 
Come forth, *tis I; come gently out, I'll help ye, 
» Enter Duke, in a Gown. 1 
Come ſoftly too, how do you? 
Duke. Are there none here? OE 
Let me look round; we cannot be too wary, ¶ Miſe below. 
Oh let me bleſs this hour; are you alone, ſweet Friend? 
Mar. Alone to comfort you. 
og C acafogo makes a Noiſe below. 
Duke. What's that you tumble? 
I have heard a noiſe this half hour under me, 
A fearful noiſe. _ 7 
Mar. The fat thing's mad i'th' Cellar, 
And ſtumbles from one Hogs-head to another, 
Two Cups more, and he ne'er ſhall find the way out. 
What do you fear? come ſit down by me chearfully, 
My Husband's ſafe, how do your Wounds ? =. 
Duke. J have none, Lady, 
My Wounds I counterfeited cunningly, {Noiſe below. 
And feign'd the Quarrel too, to injoy you Sweet, 
Let's loſe no time. Hark the ſame noiſe again. 
Mar. What noiſe, why look ye pale? I hear no ſtirring, 
This Goblin in the Vault will be ſo tipled. 
You are not well I know by your flying Fancy, 
Your Body's ill at eaſe, your Wounds. ITY 
Duke. I have none, I am as luſty and as full of Health, 
High in my Blood. = . 
Mar. Weak in your Blood you wou'd ſay; 
How wretched is my Caſe, willing to pleaſe ye, 
And find you fo diſable? 
Duke. Believe me Lady, 5 (tie me, 
Mar, I know, you vill venture all you have to ſatiſ- 
Your Life 1 know, but is it fit I ſpoil ye, 
Is it wy Love, do you think? 
Cac. below, Here's to the Duke. Del 
| nuke. 
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Lou ſay you love me, come, come brayely now, 
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Duke. It nam'd me certainly, 
I heard it plainly found. | 
Mar. You are hurt mortally, 3 
And fitter for your Prayers, Sir, than Pleaſure. 
What Starts you make? I wow'd not kiſs you wantonly, 
For the World's Wealth; Have I ſecur'd my Husband, 
And put all Doubts aſide, to be deluded? 
Cac. below. 1 come, I come. EY, 
Ine Her ERC TE... 
Mar. And bleſs us both, for ſure this is the Devil, 
I plainly heard it now, he will come to fetch ye. 
A very Spirit, for he ſpoke under Ground, 
And ſpoke to' be; juſt as you wou'd have ſnatcht me, 
icked Man, and ſure this haunts ye 
Wou'd you were out o'th* Houle. 
Duke. 1 woud I were, 


. 


G' that Condition I had leapt a Window. 

Mar. And that's the leaſt leap if you mean to ſcape, Sir. 
Why what a frantick Man were you to come here, 
W hat a weak Man to. counterfeit deep W ounds, 
To wound another deeper ? 5 

Duke. Are you honeſt then?! Cghoneſt, 

Mar. Ves, then, and now, and ever, and excellent 
And exerciſe this Paſtime but to ſhew ye, 4 
Great Men are Fools ſometimes as wcll as Wretches. 
Wou'd you were well hurt, with any hope of Lite, 
Cut to the Brains, or run clean through the Body, 
To get out quietly as you got in, Sir; a 
I with it like a Friend that loves ye dearly, (eit, 
For if my Husband take ye, and take ye thus a counter- 
One that wou'd clip his Credit out of his Honour, 
He muſt kill ye preſently, ä Fe, 
'There 1s no Mercy nor an hour of Pity, 
And for me to intreat in ſuch an Agony, . 


WMWou'd ſhew mei little better than one guilty. 


Have you any Mind to a Lady now ? 
Duke. Wou'd J were off fair: 
If ever Lady caught me in a Trap more- 


5 . 0 


Mar. If you be well and luſty, fy, fy, ſhake not, 


Deſpiſe 
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Deſpiſe all Danger, I am ready for ye. 
Duke: She mocks my Miſery; thou cruel Lady. (ſty, 
Mar. Thou cruel Lord, wou'dſt thou betray my Hone- 

Betray it in mine own Houſe, wrong my Husband, 

Like a night Thief, thou dar'ſt not name by Day-light? 
Duke, 1 am moſt miſerable. $i | 
Mar. You are indeed, | 

And like a fooliſh thing you have made your ſelf ſo: 

Cou'd not your own Diſcretion tell ye, Sir, 5 

When I was married I was none of yours? 

Your Eyes were then commanded to look off me, 

And I now ſtand in a Circle and ſecure, 

Tour Spells nor Pow'r can never reach my Body; 

Mark me but this, and then, Sir, be moſt miſerable, 

S Tis Sacrilege to violate a Wedlock, 
You rob two Temples, make your ſelf twice guilty, 
You ruin hers, and ſpot her noble Husband's. | 

Duke. Let me be gone, I'jl never more attempt ye. 
Mar. You cannot go, tis not in me to fave ye: 

Dare ye do ill, and poorly then ſhrink under it? 

Were I the Duke Medina, I wou'd fight now, 

For you muſt fight and bravely, it concerns you; 

You do me double wrong if you ſneak off, Sir, 

And all the Wold wou'd ſay I lov'd a Coward; 

' And you muſt die too, for you will be kill'd, 

And leave your Youth, your Honour and your State, 

And all thoſe dear Delights your worſhip'd here. 


| [ Noiſe below. 

Dube. The Noiſe again! 

Cac. below. Some {mall Beer if you love me. 

Aar. The Devil haunts you ſure, your Sins are mighty. 
A drunken Devil too, to plague your Villany. 

Duke. Preſerve me but this once. 

Mar. There's a deep Well 
In the next Yard, if you dare venture drowning, 

It is but Death. 

Duke. | wou'd not die ſo wretchedly. . 

Mar. Out of a Garret Window I'll let you down then, 
But fay the Rope be rotten, 'tis huge high too. | 
Duke. Have you no Mercy? 

Vo. III. 5 
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Mar. Now you are frighted throughly, 
And find what 'tis to play the Fool in folly, 


And ſee with clear Eyes your deteſted F ys 
F'll be your Guard. 


Duke. And I'll be your true Servant, 
Ever from this hour virtuoully to love ye, 


Chaſtly and modeſtly to look upon ye 
And here! ſeal it. b e 


Mar. I may kiſs a Stranger, for you muſt now be «, 
Enter Leon, Juan, Alonzo, Sanchio, Cacafogo, and Alte; 
Leon. How do you, my Lord? 
Metbinks you look but poorly on this matter. 
Has my Wife wounded ye? you were well before; 
Pray Sir, be comforted, I have forgot all, 
Truly forgiv'n too. Wife you area right one, 
And now with unknown Nations I dare truſt ye. (ſper 
Juan. No more feign'd fights my Lord, they never pro- 
Leon. Who's this? the Devil in the Vault? (ſtudied i. 
Alt. Tis he Sir, and as lovingly drunk, as though he had 
Cac. Give me a Cup of Sack, and kiſs me Lady, 
Kiſs my ſweet Face, and make thy Husband Cuckold. 
An 028 of ſweet Sack, ſhall we ſpeak Treaſon ? 
Leon. He is Deviliſh drunk. 
Duke. 1 had thought he had been a Devil, 
He made as many Noiſes, and as horrible. 
Leon. Oh a true Lover, Sir, will lament loudly: 
Which of the Butts is yaur Miſtreſs? 
Cac. Butt in thy Belly, (monſtrous 
Leon. There's two in thine I am ſure, tis grown 
Cac. Butt in thy Face. 
Leon, Go carry him to ſleep, 


A Fool Lad eg dbe drunk; he has paid well fort bo 
When he is faber let him out to rail, 


Or hang himſelf, there will be no loſs of him. 
[Exit Caca. and Seruait 
. Perez, and Eſtifania. Wk 
FRE Who's this? my Mauhound Couſin? 


Ter. Good dir, tis very good, wou'd Thad A Houſe to 
For there is no talking in the open Air, 


My Tarmogant 5 [ wov'd be bold to tell) ye, 


/ 


4 And now I have done, Coz thou ſhalt live with me, 
My merry Coz, the World ſhall not divorce us, 
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I durſt be merry too; I tell you plainly, _ 

You have a pretty Scat, you have the luck or't, 
A pretty Lady too, I have miſs'd both, 
My Carpenter built in a Miſt I thank him, 
Do me the Courteſie to let me ſee it, 

cee it but once more. But I ſhall cry for Anger. 
I'll hire a Chandler's Shop cloſe under ye, 
And for my Foolery, ſell Sope and W hip-card. 
Nay if you do not laugh now, and laugh heartily, 
You are a Fool, Coz. Leon. I muſt laugh a little, 


4 
- — — 
2 — — E 2 * 
2 n 
1 — — 


— OS 


— 


+ - — - 
_ - OE IE 
2 — — 


— — — — — 
” 
* > : 
k " 
— — — op, — 
= _— 


— 0 l * — 
= Woo WO Web . — g —— 9 p 
— —— — . 1 
1 — — 0 3 
— — — — — — 
— — : — 
— 2 2 — - 


— — — 


——y— — 


” K 


Thou art a valiant Man, and thou ſhalt never want: 

Will this content thee ? 
Per. PII cry, and then I'll be thankful, 

Indeed I will, and Fll be honeſt to ye. 

I wou'd live a Swallow here I mutt confeſs 3 

Wife I forgive thee all if thou be honeſt, 

At thy peril, I believe thee excellent. 

Elif. If I prove otherways, let me beg firſt; 

Hold, this is yours, ſome recompence for Service, 

Uſe it to nobler ends than he that gave it. 

Duke. And this is yours, your true Commiſſion, Sir. 

Now you are a Captain. 7 
Leon. You are a noble Prince, Sir, 

And now a Soldier, Gentleman, we all rejoyce in't. 
Juan. Sir, I ſhall wait upon you through all Fortunes, 
Alon. And J. | 
Alt. And I muſt needs attend my Miſtreſs. 

Leon. Will you go, Siſter? 
Alt. Yes indeed, good Brother, 

I have two Ties, mine own Blood, 

And my Miſtreſs. 

Mar. Is ſhe your Siſter ? 

Lon. Ves indeed, good Wife, 

And my belF Siſter, 

For ſhe prov'd ſo, Wench, 

When ſhe deceiy'd you with a loving Husband. 

Alt. 1 wou'd not deal fo truly for a Stranger. 
Mar. Well I cou'd chide ye, 5 
„ But 
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But it muſt be lovingly, and like a Siſter: 

I'll bring you on your way, and feaſt ye nobly, 

For now I have an honeſt Heart to love ye, 

And then deliver you to the blue Neptune. proudly 
Juan. Your Colours you muſt wear, and wear em 


Wear em before the Bullet, and in Blood too. 
And all the World ſhall know 


We are Virtue's Servants. | | 


Duke. And all the World ſhall know, a noble Mind 
Makes Women Beautiful, and Envy Blind. [Exeunt, 


——_— 2 


C 

Ood Night our worthy Friends, and may yu 
part 

Each with as merry and as free a Heart 

As you came hither; to thoſe noble Eyes, 

That deign to ſmile on our poor Faculties, 

And give a Bleſſing to our labouring Ends, 

As we hope many, to ſuch Fortune ſends 


Their own Deſires, Wives fair as Light, as chaſt, 
To thoſe that live by Spight, Wives maae in haſte 
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Printed in the Year 1711. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Aſſilanes, General of Candy. (tor, 
Antinous, Son to Caſſilanes, and his Competi. 


1 Tnando, a Venetian Captain, Servant to Anno- 
phel. 


Philander, Prince of Cyprus, paſſionately in Love 
with Erota. 


Gonzalo, an ambitions Politick Lord of Venice. 
Gaſpero, Secretary of State. 

Melitus, a Gentleman of Candy. | 
Arcanes, à noble Soldier, Friend to Caſſilanes. 
Decius, Friend to Antinous. 

Porphycio, 
Poflenne, 
Paolo Michael 4 Venetian Ambaſſador. 


Mochingo, an ignorant Servant to Erota, 
Gentlemen. 


Solaters. 
Servants: 


' t Senators. 


WOMEN. 


Erota, a Princeſs, imperious, and of an overwean:- 
ing Beauty. 


Annophel, Daughter to Caſlilanes. 
Hyparcha, Attendant on the Princeſs Ecota 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Gaſpero, aud Melitus. 


"H#ELITUS. 


RE IR, you're the very Friend 1 with'd to meet 
RY with, 
l I have a large Diſcourſe invites your Ear 


2 Lo be an Auditor. 
66 4ſ% And what concerns it? (Loves 
Mel. The ſadly thriving Progreſs of the 
Between my Lord, the Prince, and that great La y, 
Whoſe Inſolence, and never-yet-match'd Pride, 
Can by no Character be well expreſt, 
But in her only Name, the proud Erota. 
Gaſ. Alas, Melitus, I ſhould gueſs the belt 
Succels your Prince could find from her, to be 
As harſh as the Event doth prove: But now 
Tis not a time to pity paſſionate Griefs, 
Whena whole Kingdom in a manner lies 
Upon its Death- bed bleeding. 
Mel. Who can tell 
Whether or no theſ: Plagues at once 
Hang over this unhappy Land for her ſake, 
That is a Monſter in it? 
Gaſ. Here's the miſery = 
Of having a Child our Prince; elſe J preſume 
The bold Venetians had not dar'd to attempt 
So bloody an Invaſion. | 
Mel. Vet I wonder 
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Why (Maſter ae * gil the Senate 
So 3 ſuperſtitiouſly adores 
Gonzalo, the Venetian Lord, conſidering 
The outrage of his Countrymen— 

Gaſ. The Senate 
Is wie, and therein juſt; for this — 
Upon a Maſſacre perform'd at Sea 
By th' Admiral of Venice, on a Merchant 
Of Candy, when the Cauſe was to be heard 
Before the Senate there, in open Court 
Profeſſed, that the cruelty the Admiral 
Had hew'd, deſerv*'d not only Fine, but Death; 
For Candy then and Venice were at Peace : 
Since when upon a motion in the Senate, 
For Conqueſt of our Land, tis known for certain, 
That only this Gonzalo dard to oppoſe it, 
His Reaſon was, becauſe it too much ſavour'd 
Of lawleſs and unjuſt Ambition. 
The Wars were ſcarce begun, bur he, in fear 
Of quarrels *gainſt his Life, fled from his Country, 
And hither came, where, to confirm his Truth, 
I know, Melitus, he out of his own ſtore, 
Hath monied Caſſilanes the General. | 
Mel. What, without other how. ou than Calf lanes 
Bare Promiſe of Payment? 
Gaſ. No, it may be 75 

He has ſome pretty Lordſhip to retire to; 

But thus he hath done; now tis fit, Melitus, 
The Senate ſhou!d be thankful, otherwiſe 
They ſhould annihilate one of thoſe Laws 


For which this Kingdom is throughout the World 
Unfo'lowed and admired. 


Mel. What Laws are thoſe, Sir? 
Let me ſo much pee you. 
Gaſ. Vou ſhall, 
And chey be worth your Kalas: Br iefly thus: 
W hoe'er he be that can detect apparently 
Another of Ingratitude, for any: » 
Received Benefit, the Plaintiff may 
Require th' Offender's Life; ; unleſs he pleaſe 


_— 


a 


Freely 
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Freely and willingly to grant Remiſſion. 
Mel. By which ſtrict Law, the Senate is in danger, 
Should they neglect Gonzalo? | 
Gaſ. Right, the Law 
Permits a like Equality to Aliens, 
As to a home-bred Patriot. | 
Mel. Pray Sir, the other? 
Gaſ. Know, Melitus, 
The elder Cretans flouriſh'd many Years, 
In War, in Peace unparallel'd, and they 
(To ſpur heroick Spirits on to Virtue) 
Enacted that what Man fo e'er he were, 
Did nobleſt in the Field againft his Enemy, 
So by the general Voice approv'd, and known, 
Might, at his home-return, make his demand 
For Satisfaction, and Reward. 
Mel. They are 
Both famous Laws indeed. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ- Maſter Secretary, 
The Senate 1s about to fit, and crave 
Your Preſence. De Tt 
Gaſ. What, ſo ſuddenly ? 
Meſ. Theſe Letters 
Will ſhew the cauſes why. 
Gaſ. Heav'n, thou art great, 
And worthy to be thanked! 
Mel. Your Countenance, Sir, 
Doth promiſe ſome good Tidings. 
G. O the beſt 
And happieſt for this Land that e er was told 
All the Venetian Forces are defeated. 
Mel. How, Sir? N 
Gaſ. And what doth add ſome delight more, 
There is amongſt the Soldiers a Contention 
Whoſhall be the Triumpher, and it ſtands 
Doubtful between a Father and his Son, 
Old Caſſilanes, and young Antinous. 
Mel. Why may not both demand it? 
Gaſ. The Law denies it, 3 


5 — —_ o_ _ 
— . — @ <A 5 Ibo 
＋ pen me 7 ——_ : 2 + og — 2 — —— 5 > —_ — — — 
£ _ n \ 4 * 9 5 — * XK > mw — —— * X 
i 2 p . ak %. 
1 — Q:, ene Cee EI ES co akon ot Gee rn A, Ee Let TE: oo bo ene . * 8 


\ 
* 
% ” 
Y . e _ 9 2 V " _ E - i has 22 TRY * q My TO 7 . \ N 4 ö * 
. — — > . * Lads — — 0 s — 4 n Ps - — 3 > > FH, — * 4 — — K —  —— — — —_— 
T . 4 * — wn — n 3 2 . — — — 222 — — — Go — 5 : . - > - - — | 
— e bo "INSET, - , 22 we g * 2 a} * b Phy R s 
Trl 4p CO I gra FY - _ = 5 2 8 — — — * _— 8 — — . — 8 5 - 2 24 22 4 7 : 
- - — — * — * = >, = — — 5 — 8 5 4 > — — A. hy - . 55 * — 35h ro CS r , * * — - — *>4 — cs 4 l "OX - l WR — — — r 8 = - * 
* * I * > 2 2 >< - -4 3 » „ 7 — — Q * " - — 
- — 6 - 22 — IS . — . * P J . = 7 — 2 — CO IG ae. — ag — — — — 2 22 e 
7 E p 1 . > + NS + FO « . = — 2 2. 
EIT — = 3 379 = n 
WI: r FRE. 3 i * 2 * . = — — R - a = - 


But 


1090 The Laws of Candy, 


But where the Soldiers do not all conſent, 
The Parties in Contention are refer'd 
To plead before the Senate; and from them 
Upon an open Audience to be judg'd 
The Chief, and then to make 1 2a EE 
Mel. You raviſh me 
With Wonder and Delight. 
Gaſ. Come; as we walk, 
1 ſhall more fully inform you. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE I. 


Enter Caſſilanes, Arcanes, Antinous, and Decius. 


Caf. Admit no Soldier near us till the Senate 
Have took their Places. 
Arc. You are obey'd, my Lord. 
Ant. Decius, fall off. 
Dec. I ſhall. 
Caſ. Give leave, Arcanes - 
| Young Man, come nearertome: Who am I? 
Ant. It were a Sin againſt the Picty 
Of filial Duty, if I thould forget 
The Debt I owe my Father on my Knee: 
Your Pleaſure ? 
Caſ. What, ſo low? Canſt thou find Joints, 
Yet be an Elephant? Antinonus, riſe; 
Thou wilt belie Opinion, and rebate 
The Ambition of thy Gallantry, that they 
Whoſe confidence thou haſt bewitch'd, ſhould ſee 
Their little God of War kneel to his F. atherz 
Though in my Hand I did graſp Thunder. 
Ant. Sir, 
For proof that I acknowlege you the Author 
Of giving me my Birth, I have diſcharg'd 
A part of my Obedience. But if now _ 
You ould” (as cruel Fathers do) proclaim 
Your Right, and Tyrant-like uſurp the Glory 
Of my peculiar Honours, not deriv'd 
From ſucceflary, but purchas'd with my Blood, 
Then I muſt ſtand firſt Champion for my ſelf 


Againft 
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Againſt all Interpoſers. 

Caſ. Boldly urg'd, 

And proudly, I could love thee, did not Anger 
Conſult with juſt Diſdain, in open Language 
To call thee moſt ungrateful. Say freely, 
Wilt thou reſign the Flatteries whereon 

The reeling Pillars of a popular Breath 

Have rais'd thy Giant-like Conceit, to add 
A ſuffrage to thy Father's Merit? Speak. 

Ant. Sir, hear me: Were there not a Chronicle 
Well pen'd by all their Tongues, who can report 
What they have ſeen you do; or had you not 
Beſt in your own Performance writ your (elf, 
And been your own Text, | would undertake 
Alone, without the help of Art, or Character, 
Bur only to recount your Deeds in Arms, 

And you ſhould ever then be fam'd a Preſident - 
Of living Victory: But as you are 
Great, and well worthy to be {tiled Great, 

It would betray a poverty of Spirit 

In me to obſtruct my Fortunes, or Deſcent, 

If I ſhould Coward like ſurrender up : 
The Intereſt which the Inheritance of your Virtue 
And mine own thrifty Fate can claim in Honour : 
My Lord, of all the maſs of Fame, which any 
That wears a Sword, and hath but ſeem me fight, 
Gives me, I will not ſhare, nor yield one jot, 
One tittle. 

Caſ. Not to me? 

Ant. You are my Father, 
JJC 

Caſ. Ambitious Boy, how dar'ſt thou 

To tell me, that thou wilt contend ? 

Ant. Had 1 | | 
Been ſlothful, and not follow'd you in all 


Lind, - A FOG + 


The ſtreights of Death, you might have juſtly then 
Reputed me a Baſtard: Tis a Cruelty, 
More than tomurther Innocents, to take 
The Life of my yet Infant-honour from me. | | 
_ Caf. Antinous, look upon this badge of Age, = | 
| VE y 
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Thy Father's grey-hair'd Beard: Full fifty Years, 
(And more than half of this, e er thou wert born) 
I have been known a Soldier, in which time 
found no difference twixt War and Peace, 
For War was Peace to me, and Peace was War. 
Antinous, mark me well; there hath not liv'd 
Theſe fifty Years a Man whom Crete prefer'd 
Before thy Father; let me boldly boaſt, 
Thy Father, both for Diſcipline and Action 
Hath ſo long been the firſt of all his Nation; 
Nou, canſt thou think it honeſt, charitable, - 
Nay human, being ſo young, my Son, my Child, 
Begot, bred, taught by me, by me thy Father, 
For one day's Service, and that on thy firſt, 
To rob me of a Glory which I fought for 
A half of bundred Years? | 
Ant. My Caſe obſerves 
Both Equity and Preſidents; for, Sir, 
That very Day whereon you got your Fame, 
You took it from ſome other, who was then 
Chicf in repute, as you are now, and has been 
Perhaps as many Years deſerving that 
Which you gain'd in a Day, as J have mine. 
Caſ. But he was not my Father then, Autinous; 
T hou leav'ft out that. | 
Ant. Sir, had he been your Father, 
He had been then Immortal z for a Father 
Heightens his Reputation where his Son 
Inherits it, as when you give us Lite, 
Your Life is not diminiſh'd but renew'd - 
In us when you are dead, and we are {till 
Your living Images, 
Caf. $o be thou curs'd _ 
In thy Poſterity, as I in thee, 
Diſhonourable Boy; O ſhall that Sun, 
Which not a Vear yet ſince beheld me mounted 
Upon a fiery Steed, waving my Sword, 
And teaching this young Man to manage Arms, 
That was a raw, freſh Novice in the Feats 
Of Chiva!ry, ſhall that ſame Sun be witneſs 


* 
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Againſt this Brat of his Ingratitude? 
Who, to eclipſe the Light of my Renown, 
Can no way hope to get a noble Name, 
But by the treading on his Father's Greatneſs 
Thou wilt not yield? 8 8515 

2s Enter Arcanes. 

Ant. My Lite, but not the Prize 
My Sword hath purchas'd. 

Arc. The Senate, . | 
My Lord, are here at hand, and all the Soldiers 
Begin to throng about them. 

Caſ. Now, Arcanes, the ———— 

Arc, What, Sir? 

Caſ. Trifles will affront us; that 
Fine fighting Stripling. 

Arc. Let him have the ſhame on't; 

Pleaſe you withdraw on this ſide. 

Caſ. My great Heart | 

Was never quail'd before. 
Dec. My Lord, be confident, 
Let not your Father daunt you. 

Ant. Decius, whither 
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Muſt I withdraw? 3 
Dec. On this ſide.— See, the Soldiers 
Attend your pleaſure Courage, Sir; the Scnate. 


Caſ. Way for the Senate. 
Enter Porphycio, Poſſenne, Three Senators, Gonzalo, 
 Gaſpero, and Soldiers. 
My good Lords I know not | 
What tax of Arrogance I may incurr, 
Should I preſume, though courted by your Favours, 
To take a place amongſt you; I had rather 
Give proof of my unfeign'd Humility | 
By Force, thouzh mean, yer more becoming place, 
Than run the hazard of a doubtful Cenſure. 
Poſ. My Lord, your Wiſdom is both known and try'd; 
We cannot rank you in a nobler Friendſhi 
Than your great Service to the State deſerves. 
Por, Will't pleaſe you, Sir? : 
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1, by a general Conſent, am made 


Freely to plead your Rights; we ſhall attend ye. 


Been practis'd in the School of Blood and Slaughter, 
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Enter Fernando with Soldiers.” 

Gon. What's here, my Lord Porphycio? 
It muſt not be. 5 OE 

Por.. My Lord, you are too modeſt. 

Gon, It is no ſeaſon to be troubleſome, 
Elſe— but I have done: Your Lordſhips are obſery'd, 

Gaſ. Is the Demandant ready? 

Arc. He 1s ready. 

Gaſ. Produce him then. 

Arc. Before this Sacred Preſence, 


The Soldiers Voice, and to your gracious Wiſdoms, 
Preſent as chief in Arms, his Country's Champion, 
Caffilanes. 35 
Dec. Moſt reverend Lords, you hear the leſſer number 
Of thoſe who have been Guardians to this Country, 
Approve this Champion; I, in all their Names, 
W ho fought for Candy, here preſent before you 
The mightieſt Man in Arms, Antinous. 
Speak Fellow Soldiers. 
Sol. Antinous, Antinous. TD | 
Gaſ. Stand by all, ſave the two Competitors. (both, 
Poſ. My Lords, how much your Country owes you 
The due Reward of your deſertful Glories 
Muſt to Poſterity remain: But yet 
Since, by our Law, one only can make claim 
To the propoſed Honours which you both 
(It ſeems) have truly merited, take leave 


Por. W herein Priority of Voice is granted, 
Lord Caſſlanes, to you; for that your rare 
And long Experience in the Courſe of War, 
As well doth challenge it as the beſt Privilege 
Of Order and Civility, for that 
You are your brave Opponent's worthy Father. 
Say, Countrymen, are you content? _ | 
Sol. Ay Av. . 3 
Caf. Right grave, right gracious Fathers; how unfit 
It is tor me, that all my Lite time have 


To 
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To bandy Words now in my Life's laſt farewel, 

Your Wiſdoms will conſider: Were there pitcht 

Another, and another Field, like that 

Which, not yet three days ſince, this Arm hath ſcatter'd, 

Defeated, and made nothing, then the Man 

That had a Heart to think he could but follow 

For equal me he ſhou'd not) through the Lanes 

Of Danger and Amazement, might in that, 

That only of but following me, be happy, 

Reputed worthy to be made my Rival; 

For tis not, Lords, unknown to thoſe about me, 

(My Fellow Soldiers) firſt, with what a Confidence 

led then on to fight, went on ſtill, and 

4s if I could have been a ſecond Nature, 

= As well in heartening them by my Example, 

As by my Exhortation, I gave Life 

To quicken 3 to inflame Revenge, 

To heighten Reſolution; in a word, 

To out-do Action: It boots not to diſcover, 

= How that young Man, who was not fledg'd nor skill d 
In Martial play, was even as ignorant . 

As childith : But I liſt not to diſparage 

His Non-ability: The Signal given 

Of Battel, when our Enemies came on, 

(Directed more by Fury, than by Warrant 

Of Policy and Stratagem) I met them, 

Tin the Fore-front of the Armies met them; 

And as if this old weather-beaten Body 

Had been compos'd of Cannon Proof, I ſtood 

The volleys of their Shot. I, I my ſelf 

Was he that firſt difrankt their woods of Pikes: 

But when we came to handy Stroaks, as often 

fs 1 lent Blows, ſo often I gave Wounds, 

And every Wonnd a Death. I may be bold 

To juſtifie a Truth, this very Sword 

Of mine flew more than any twain beſides: 

And, which is not the leaſt of all my Glory, 

When he, this young Man, Hand to Hand in fight, 

Was by the Gencral of the Veuetians, i, 

And ſuch as were his Retinue, unhors'd, = 
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Then thus much have I done: What more, examine 


Without your Cuſtom's breach, to ſay a word ? 


Thus much let me profeſs, in Honour's cauſe, 
I I would not to my Father, nor my King, 
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I ſtept between, and reſcu'd him my ſelf, 
Or Horles Hoots had trampled him to Dirt ; 
And whilſt he was remounting, I maintain'd 
The Combate with che gallant General, 

Till having taken Breath, he throng'd before me, 
Renew'd the Fight, and with a fatal Blow, | 
Stole both that Honour from me, and his Life 

From him, whoin I before my {elf alone, 

Had more than full three quarters kill'd: A Man 
Well worthy only by this Hand to have dy'd, 

Not by a Boy's weak puſh: I talk too much, 

But 'tis a fault of Age: If to bring home , 

Long Peace, long Victory, even to your Capitol 

If to ſecure your Kingdom, Wives, and Children, 
Your Lives and Liberties ; if to renown 

Your Honours through the World, to fix your Names, 
Like blazing Stars admir'd, and tear'd by all 
That have but heard of Candy, or a Cretan, 

Be to deſerve th* approvement of my Manhood, 


The Annals of my Life; and then conſider 
What I have been, and am. Lords J have ſaid. 
Gon. With Rev'rence to the Senate, it is lawful, 


Poſ. Say on, my Lord Gonzalo. 

Gon. I have heard, 6 
And with no little wonder, ſuch high Deeds 
Of Chivalry diſcours'd, that J confeſs, 
I do not think the Worthies, while they liv'd 
All nine, deſerv'd as much Applauſe, or Memory, 
As this one: But who can co ought to gain 5 
The Crown of Honour from him, muſt be ſomewhat 
More than a Man: You tread a dang'rous Path, 
Yer I ſhall hear you gladly; for believe me, 


(My Country's Father) yield: If you tranſcend 
What we have heard, I can but only ſay, 
That Miracles are yet in uſe. I fear 


J have offended. 
| Por. 
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Pur. You have ſpoken nobly. 
Antinous uſe your Privilege. 

Ant. Princely Fathers, 
Fer I begin, one ſuit J have to make 
'Tis juſt, and honourable. = 4 
Por. Poſ. Speak, and have it. | 
Ant. T hat you would pleaſe the Soldiers might all ſtand 
Together by their General. EATS 
FP. 'Tis granted. 
All fall to yonder fide: Go on, Antinous. 
Ant. I ſhall be brief and plain: All what my Father 
(This Country's Patron) hath diſcours'd, 1s true. 
Fellows in Arms, ſpeak you: Is't true? 
Fl. True, true. a 
Ant. It follows, that the blaze of my Performance 
Took light from what I ſaw him do: And thus 
A City, though the Flame be much more Dreadful, 
May from a little Spark be ſet on Fire; 
Of all what IJ have done, I ſhall give Inſtance 
Only in three main Proofs of my Deſert. 
E Firſt I ſought out (hut through how many Dangers 
Muy Lords judge ye) the Chief, the great Commander, 
& The Head of that huge Body, whoſe proud weight 
Our Land ſhrunk under, him 1 found and fought with, 
Fought with, and flew, Fellows in Arms, ſpeak you, 
Is't true or not? 1 
Sl. True, true. 
Ant. When he was faln, 
The Hearts of all our Adverſaries | 
Began to quail, till young Fernando, Son 
To the laſt Duke of Venice, gather'd Head, | 
And ſoon renew'd the Field; by whoſe Example 
The bold Yenetians doubling Strength and Courage 
Had got the better of the Day; our Men 
Suppoſing that their Adverſaries grew 
Like Hydra's Head, recoyle, and gan to flye: - 
[ tollow'd them; and what 1 aid, they know; 


Led on, they follow'd, thrunk not till the end; 


ellows in Arms is't true, or no? 5 
Vo l. III. F ak 


he ſum on't is; I call'd them back, new rankt them; 
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Sol. True, true. | 

Ant. Laſtly, to finiſh all, there was but one, 
The only great Exploit; which was to take 
Fernando Priſoner, and that Hand to Hand 
n ſingle Fight I did: My ſelf without 
The help of any Arm, fave the Arm of Heay'n. 
Speak Soldiers, is it true, or no? 

Sol. Antinous, Antinous, 

Ant. Behold my Priſoner, Fathers. 

Fer. This one Man 
Ruin'd our Army, and hath glorify'd 
Crete in her Robes of Mightineſs and Conqueſt. 

P:ſ. We need not uſe long circumſtance of W ords, 
Antinous thou art Conquerer: The Senate, 

_ ihe Soldiers, and thy Valour have pronounc'd it. 

All, Antihotes, Aitinous. | 

Por. Make thy Demand. 

Caſe. Pleaſe ye, my Lords, give leave 

That I may part. 

Poſ. No Caffileme, the Court | 
Should therein be difhonour'd, do not imagine 
We prize your Preſence at fo flight a Rate. 
Demand, Autinbus. 

Ant. Thus, my Lords; to witneſs 
How far I am from Arrogance, or thinking 

I am more valiant, though more favoured 
Than my moſt matchleſs Father, my Demand is, 
'That for a laſting Memory of his Name, 

His Deeds, his real, nay his royal Worth, 
You ſet up in your Capitol in Braſs 
My Father's Statue, there to ſtand for ever 

A Monument and Trophy of his Victories, 
With this Tnſcriprion to ſucceeding Ages, 
Great Caſſilanes, Patron of Candy“ Peace, 
Perpetual Triumpher. 

Por. Pof- It is granted. What more? 

Ant. No more. 5 | 

Caſ. How, Boy? 

Gon. Thou art Immortal, 255 | 
Both for thy Son- like Picty, and Beauties 
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an unconquer'd Mind. 
. My Priſoner, Lords. 
To your more ſacred Wiſdoms I ſurrender: 
Fit you his Ranſom) half whereof I give 
For Largeſs to the Soldiers: The other half 
To the erection of this Monument. 

Caſ. Ambitious Villain, 

Gon. Thou art all unimitable. 

My Lords, to work a certain Peace for Candy 
With Venice, uſe Fernando like a Prince; 

His Ranſom I'll disburſe, what e'er it be- 

Yet you any ſtay him with you, till Conditions 
Of Amity ſhall be concluded on- 

Are ye content? 

Por. We are, and ever reſt | | 
Both Friends and Debtors to your Nobleneſs. 

Gon. Soldiers attend me in the Market- place, 
III thither ſend your Largeſs. 

S. Antinous, Antinous. [ Exeunt. 

Caf. T have a Sute too, Lords. 

Por, Poſ. Propoſe it, tis yours, if fit and juſt. 

Caſ. Let not my Services, | | 
My being forty Years a Drudge, a Pack-horſe 
To you, and to the State, be branded now 
With Ignominy ne'er to be forgotten : 

Rear me no Monument, unleſs you mean 
To have me fam'da Coward, and be ſtamp'd fo. 

Pyſ. We underſtand you not. 

Caf. Proud Boy, thou doll, 

And Tyrant- like inſult'ſ upon my Shame. 

Ant. Sir, Heav'n can tell, and my Integrity, 
What I did, was but only to inforce | 
The Senate's Gratitude. Inow acknowledge it. 

Caf. Obſerve it Fathers, how this haughty Boy 
Grows cunning in his Envy of mine Honours: 
He knows no mention can of me be made, 

But that it ever likewiſe muſt be told, 
How I by him was maſter'd ; and for ſurety 
That all ſucceedings times may fo report it, 
He would haye wy Diſhonour, and his Triumphs 
SS i 4 Ingrav'd. 
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Ingrav'd in Braſs : Hence, hence proceeds the falſhood 


1100 The Laws of Candy. 


Of his inſinuating Piety. 
Thou art no Child of mine: Thee and thy Blood, 
Here in the Capitol, before the Senate, 
T utterly renounce : So T hrift and Fate 
Confirm me; henceforth never ſee my Face, 
Be as thou art, a Villain to thy Father. 
Lords, I muſt crave your leaves: Come, come, Arcanes.' Er. 
Gon. Here's a ſtrange high- born Spirit. 
Pof. Tis but Heat 
Of ſudden preſent Rage; I dare aſſure 
Antinous of his Favour. 
Ant. I not doubt it, 
He is both a good Man, and a good Father. 
I ſhall attend your Lordſhips. 
Poſ. Do, Antinous. 
Gon. Ves: Feaſt thy Triumphs 
With Applauſe and Pleaſures. 
Por. Poſ. Lead on. [Exeunt. Flor. Cover: 
Ant. I utterly renounce—— "T'was fo? 
Was't not, my Decius 
Dec. Piſh, you know, my Lord, 
Old Men are Cholerick. 
Ant. And laſtly parted 
With, Never henceforth ſee my Face: : O me, 
How have T loſt-a Father? Such a Father? 
Such a one, Decius! I am miſerable, 
Beyond expreſſion, 
Dec. Fie, how unbecomin 
This ſhews upon your day of * 
Ant. O Miſchief ! 
I muſt no more come near him; that I know 
And am afſur'd on't. — 
Dec. Say you do not? 
Ant. True: 
Put caſe Ido not: What is Candy then 
To loſt Antinous? Malta, | reſolve 
To end my Days in the. 
Dec. How's that ? 
Ant. I'll try 


_ 


All humble means of being reconcil'd; 
Which if deny'd, then I may juſtly ſay, 


The Laws of Candy. 1101 


This Day has prov'd my worſt: Decius, my worſt. 
By [Erxeunt. 


— 


„ HEASCENSKS. 1; 


Enter Gonzalo, end Gaſpero. 
Ca,. 
F N Better than I, give you her Character; 
For I have been hoth nurs'd, and train'd up to 


Her Brother, my late Maſter, did no leſs : 

Strong apprehenſions of her Beauty hath 8 

Made her believe that ſhe is more than Woman: 

and as there did not want thoſe Flatterers 

phout the World's Conqueror, to make him think, 

and did perſuade him that he was a God; 

So there be thoſe baſe Flies, that will not ſtick 

To buz into her Ears, ſhe is an Angel, 

And that the Food ſhe feeds on is Ambroſia. 

Gon. She ſhould not touch it then, 'tis Poets fare. 

Gaſ. 1 may take leave to ſay, ſhe may as well 

Netermine of her ſelf to be a Goddels, | 

With lefſer Flattery than he a God: 

For ſhe does Conquer more, although not further. 

Every one looks on her, dies in deſpair, _ 

And would be glad to do it actually, 

To have the next Age tell how worthily, 

And what good Cauſe he had to periſh ſo: 

Here Beauty is Superlative, ſhe knows it, 

And knowing it, thinks no Man can deſerve, 

Eut ought to periſh, and to die for her: 

Many great Princes for her Love have languiſh'd, 

And given themſelves a willing Sacrifice, 

Proud to have ended fo : And now there is 

A Prince ſo madded in his own Paſlions, 

That he forgets the Royalty he was Born to, 
F 


Ow to what you have heard; as no Man can 


Her petulant Humours, and been glad to bear them, 


. 
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And deems it Happineſs to be her Slave. 
Gon. You talk as if you meant to wind me in, 
And make me of the number. 
Gaſ. Sir, miſtake me not, the Service that I owe ye 
Shall plead for me : I tell you what ſhe is, 
W hat ſhe expects, and what ſhe will effect, 
Unleſs you be the Miracle of Men, 
That come with a purpoſe to behold, 
And go away your ſelf. 


Gon. I thank you, I will do it: But 
How is ſhe ſftor'd with Wit? 


Gaſ. As with Beauty, 


Infinite, and more to be admired at, 
Than medled with. (Feet? 


Gon. And walks her Tongue the ſame gate with her 
_ Goſ-Much beyond: what e' er her Heart thinks,ſheutters; 
And ſo boldly, ſo readily, as you would judge 
It Penn'd and Studied. Wy 
Enter Erota, Philander, Annophel, Hyparcha, 


Mochingo, and Attendants. 
Con. She comes. | = 


Gaſ. 1 muſt leave you then, Ea, 
But my beſt Wiſhes ſhall remain with you. Exit. 
Gon. Still I muſt thank you. 

This is the moſt paſſionate, 

Moſt pitiful Prince, 

Who in the Caldron of AﬀeCtions, 
Looks as he had been Par-boyl'd. 

Phil. If J offend with too much loving you, 
It is a fault that IJ muſt ſtill commit, 

To make your Mercy ſhine the more on me. 

Ero. You are the ſelf- ſame Creature you condemn, 
Or elſe you durſt not follow me with hope | 
That | can pity you, who am ſo far 
From granting any Comfort in this kind, 
IThat you and all Men elſe ſhall periſh firſt: | 

will live free and ſingle, till I find 
Something above a Man to equal me; 
Put all your brave Heroes into one, 


Your Kings and Emperors, and let him come 


- 


pray reſolve me, 
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] In Perſon of a Man, and I ſhould ſcorn him: 
8 Muſt, and will ſcorn him. 
| The God of Love himſelf hath loſt his Eyes; 


His Bow and Torch extinguiſh'd, and the Poets 
That made him firſt a God, have loſt their Fire 
Since I appear'd, and from my Eyes muſt ſteal it. 
This I dare ſpeak; and let me ſee the Man, 

Now [I have ſpoke it, that doth dare deny 

Nay, not believe it. ; 

Moc. He is mad that does not. 
Ero. Have not all the Nations of the Earth heard of me? 

Moſt come to ſee me, and ſeeing me, return'd 

Full of my Praiſes? Teaching their Chroniclers 

To make their Stories perfect? for where the Name, 

Meerly the word of fair Erota ſtands, „ 

It is a laſting Hiſtory to Time, 

Begetting Admiration in the Men, 

And in my own Sex, Envy; which Glory's loſt, 

When I ſhall ſtick my Beauty in a Cloud, 

And clearly ſhine through it. | 

Gon. This Woman's in the Altitudes, and he muſt bs 

A good Aſtrologer ſhall know her Zodiack, 

Phil. For any Man to think 

Himſelf an able Purchaſer of you, 

But in the Bargain there muſt be declar'd 

Infinite Bounty; otherwiſe I yow, 

By all that's Excellent and Gracious in you, 

would untenant every Hope lodg'd in me, 

And yield my ſelf up Love's? or your own Martyr, 
Ero. So you ſhall pleaſe us. 
Phil, O you cannot be 

So heav'nly and ſo abſolute in all things, 

And yet retain ſuch cruel Tyranny. 3 

Ero. I can, I do, I will. 
Gon. She is in her 

Moods, and her Tenfes: I'll Grammar with you, 

And make a trial how I can decline ycu; 

By your leave, great Lady. | 
Ero. What are you? 
en. A Man, a good Mon that's a Wealthy 

| F 
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A proper Man, and a proud Man too ; one 
That underſtands himſelf, and knows, unleſs 
It be your ſelf, no Woman in the Univerſe deſerves him. 
Nay, Lady, I muſt tell you too withal, 

I may make doubt of that, unleſs you paint 

With better Judgment next Day than on this; 

For (plain I muſt be with you) 'tis a dull Fucus. 

Ero. Knows any one here what this Fellow is? 
Atten. He is of Venice, Madam, a great Magnifico, 
And gracious with the Senate. „ere: 

Exo. Let him keep then among them; what makes he 
Here's State enough where I am: here's a do 
You, tell him, if he have ought with us, let him 
Look lower, and give it in Petition. 

Moc. Mighty Magnifico, my Miſtreſs bid me tell you, 
If you have ought with her, you muſt look lower, 
And yield it in Petition. ; | 
Gon. Here is for thee a Duckat. 


Moc. You ſay well, Sir, take your own Courſe. 
Gon. I will not Grace you, 


Lady, ſo much as take you by the Hand; 
But when I ſhall vouchſafe to touch your Lip, 
It ſhall be through your Court a Holiday 
Proclaimed for ſo high Favour. 

Ero. This is ſome . - 
Great Man's Jeſter : Sirrah, begon, here is 
No place to fool in. 0 

Gon. Where are the Fools you talk of? 
I do keep two. | 
Ero. No queſtian of it; for | 
In your ſelf you do maintain an hundred. 
Gon. And beſides them, I keep a noble Train, 


Stariſts, and Men of Action; my Purſe is large and deep, 
Beyond the reach of Riot to draw dry : 


Fortune did vie with Nature, to beſtow, 
When J was born, her Bounty equally : 

*T 1s not amiſs you turn your Eyes from me; 
For ſhould you ſtand and gaze me in the Face, 
You periſh would, like Semele by Fove : 55 
In Venice, at this inſtant there do lie 


No 


he Laus of Candy. 
No lefs than threeſcore Ladies in their Graves, vs 
And in their Beds five hundred, for my Love. (bravely; 

Moc. You he more than they; yet it becomes him 
Would I could walk and talk ſo: V1! endeavour it. 

Erb. Sir, do you know me? RE: 

Gm. Ves, you were Siſter to the late Prince of Candy, 
Aunt to this young one: And I in Venice, 

Amborn a Lord; equal to you in Fortunes, 
In Shape; I'll fay no more, but view. 

Moc. There needs no more be ſaid, were la Woman 
O he does rarely: In Shape; I'll ſay no more, | 
But view: Who could ſay more, who better? 

Man is no Man, nor Woman Woman is, 

Unleſs they have a Pride like one of theſe. 

How poor the Prince of Cyprus ſhews to him? 

How poor another Lady unto her! 

Carriage and State makes us ſeem Demi-gods, 

Humility, like Beaſts, Worms of the Earth. 
Enter Antinous, and Decius. 

Ant. Royal Lady, I kiſs your Hand. 

Ero. Sir, I know you not. 

Anno. O my noble Brother, welcome from the Wars. 

Ant. Dear Siſter. (him? 

Amo. Where is my Father, that you come without 
We have news of your Succeſs: He has his Health, I hope? 

Ant. Yes Siſter, he has his Health, but is not well. 

Anno. How, not well? W hat Riddles do you utter? 

Ant. I'll tell you more in private. . 

Gon. Noble Sir, 
I cannot be unmindful of your Merit, 
Since I laſt heard it: You are a hopeful Youth, 
And, indeed, the Soul of Candy. 
| muſt ſpeak my Thoughts. 

Anno. The Prince of Cyprus Brother, good Decius. 

Ant. J am his Servant. 

Phi. You are the Patron of your Country, Sir, 
So your unimitable Deeds proclaim you, 
It is no Language of my own, bur all Mens. 

Gon. Your Enemies muſt needs acknowlege it: 

Then do not think it flattery in your Friends, 
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For if they had a Heart, they could not want a Tongue. 
Ero. Is this your Brother, Annophel? ö 
Anno. Ves, Madam. 

Ero. Your Name's Antinous? 

Ant. lam, Lady, that moſt unfortunate Man. 

Ero. How! unfortunate ? Are you not the Soldier, 

The Captain of thoſe Captains, that did bring 

Conqueſt and Victory home along with you? 

Ant. J had ſome ſhare int; but was the leaſt 
Of the leaſt worthy. _ | 

Gon. O Sir, in your Modeſty you'll make 
A double Conqueſt: I was an Ear-witneſs | 
When this young Man ſpoke leſſer than he ated, 
And had the Soldiers voice to help him out 
But that the Law compell'd him for his Honour, 
To inforce him make a claim for his Reward, 

I well perceive he would have ſtood the Man 

That he does now, buried his Worth in ſilence. 
Ero. Sir, I hearken not to him, but look on you, 

And find more in you than he can relate: 

You ſhall attend on me. | 
Ant. Madam, your Pardon. 

Ero. Deny it not, Sir, for it is more Honour 
Than you have i'th' Field: For know you ſhall, 
Upon Erota's asking, ſerve Erota, | 

Ant. I may want Anſwers, Lady, 

But never want a Will to do you ſervice. 

I came hehreto my Siſter, to take leave, 

Having enjoin'd my ſelf to Baniſhment, 

For ſome caule that hereafter you may hear, 

And with with me I had not the occaſion. 

Anno. There ſhall be no occaſion to divide us: 
Dear Madam for my ſake uſe your Power, 

Ever for the Service that he ought to owe, | 

Muſt, and does owe to you, his Friends, and Country. 
Ero. Upon your Loyalty to the State and me, 

I do command you, Sir, not depart Candy 

Am I not your Princeſs? . 

Ant, You are, great Lad. | 

Eo. Then ſhew your {elf a Servant and a ae. : 

e | | 22 


2 
1 
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Ant. I am your Vaſial. ; 


Moc. You are a Coward; I that dare not Fight, 
Scorn to be Vaſſal to any Prince in Europe: 
Great is my Heart with Pride, which I'll encreaſe 
When they are gone, with practice on my Vaſſals. 
Arten. The noble Calilane is come to ſee you, Madam. 
Dec. There's comfort in thoſe words, Antinous; 
= For here's the Place and Perſons that have power 
= To reconcile you to his Love again. 
3 Ant. That were a fortunate Meeting. 
Enter Caffilane, and Arcanes. 

caſ. Greatneſs ſtill wait you, Lady. 
Ero. Good Caffilane, we do maintain our Greatneſs 
Through your Valour. | 

Caſ. My Prayers pull daily — on thy Head, 
My un-offending Child, my Annophel. 
Good Prince, worthy Gonzalo! Ha? Art thou here 
Before me? In every Action art thou Ambitious ? 
My Duty, Lady, firſt offered here, 
And Love to thee, my Child, though he out-ſtrip me; 
Thus in the Wars he got the ſtart on me, 
By being forward, but performing leſs ; 
All the endeavours of my Life are loſt, 
And thrown upon that Evil of mine own 
Curſed begetting, whom I ſhame to Father. 
O that the heat thou rob'dit me of, had burnt 
Within my Entrails, and begot a Feaver, 
Or ſome worſe Sickneſs, for thou art a D. ſeaſe 
Sharper than any Phyſick gives a name to. 
Anno. Why 9 ou ſay ſo? 
Caſ. O Annopbel; there is good cauſe, my Girl: 
He has plaid the Thief with me, and filch'd away 
The richeſt Jewel of my Life, my Honour, 
Wearing it publickly with that Applauſe, 
As if he juſtly did inherit it. 3 

Ant. Would J had in my Infancy been laid 
Within my Grave, covered with your Bleſſings, rather 
Than grown up to a Man, to meet your Curſes. 

Caſ. O that thou hadſt, | 
Then I had been the Father of a Child, 
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D 8 rer than thou wert ever unto me, 

When hope perſwaded me I had begot 
Another ſelf in thee: Our of mine Eyes, 

As far as I have thrown thee from my Heart, 
That I may live and die forgetting thee. 
Ero. How has hedeſerv'd this untam'd Anger, 
That when he might have ask'd for his Reward 
Some Honour for himſelf, or maſs of Pel, 
He only did requeſt to have erected 

Your Statue in the Capitol, with Titles 
Ingrav'd upon't, the Patron of his Country? 

Caſ. That, that's the Poiſon in the gilded Cup, 
The Serpent in the Flowers, that ſtings my Honour, 
And leaves me dead in Fame: Gods doa Juſtice, 
And rip his Boſom up, that Men may ſee, 
Seeing, believe the ſubtle Practiſes 
Written within his Heart: But I am heated, 

And do forget this Preſence, and my ſelf. 
Your Pardon, Lady. 

Exo: You ſhould not ask,*leſs you knew how to give. 
For my ſake, Caſſilane, caſt out of your Thoughts 
All ill Conceptions of your worthy Son, 

That, queſtionleſs, has ignorantly offended, 
Declared in his Penitence. 

Caſ. Bid me die, Lady, for your fake I'll do it; 
But that you'll ſay is nothing, for a Man 
That has out-liv'd his Honour : But command me 
In any thing fave that, and Gaſilane 
Shall ever be your Servant. Come Annophel, 

My joy in this World, thou ſhalt live with me, 
Retired in ſome ſolitary Nook, . a 
The comfort of my Age; my Days are ſhort, 
And ought to be well ſpent; and I deſire 
No other Witneſs of them but thy ſelf, 
And good Arcanes. 1 0 
Anno. I ſhall, obey you, Sir. 
Gon. Noble Sir, 
If you taſte any want of worldly Means, 
Let not that diſcontent you: Know me your Friend, 
That hath and can ſupply you. 7 F 
* | Cal. 
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Gaſ. Sir, Iam too much bound to you already, 
And tis not of my Cares the leaſt, to give you 
Fair Satisfaction. ö 

Gon. You may imagine I do ſpeak to that end, 
But truſt me, tis to make you bolder with me. 

Caſ. Sir, I thank you, and may make trial of you; 
Mean time my Service. _ | 

Anno. Brother be comforted ; ſo long as I continue 
Within my Father's Love, you cannot long 
Stand out an Exile: J muſt go hve with him, 

And Twill prove ſo good an Orator 

In your hehalf, that you again ſhall gain him, 

Or I will ſtir with him another Anger, 

And be loſt with you. | | 
Ant. Better I were neglected: For he is haſty, 
And through the Choler that abounds in him, 
W hich for the time divides from him his Judgement, 
He may caſt you off, and with you his Lite; 
For Grief will ſtraight ſurprize him, and that way 
Muſt be his Death: The Sword has try'd too often, 
And all the deadly Inſtruments of War | 
Have aim'd at his great Heart, but ner could touch it: 
Vet not a Limb about him wants a Scar. 
Caſ. Madam, my Duty 
Fro. Will you be gone? | 
Caſ. I muſt, Lady, but I ſhall be ready, 

MW hen you are pleas'd command me, for your Service. 
Excellent Prince To all my hearty Love, 
And a good Farewel. 

Moc. Thanks, honeſt Caſſilane. 
Caſ. Come Annopbel. 
Gon. Shall T not wait upon you, Sir? 

Caf. From hence you ſhall not ſtir a Foot: 

Loving Gonzalo, it muſt be all my Study 

To requite you. 

Son. If I may be ſo fortunate to deſerve 
The Name of Friend from you, I have enough. 
Cuaſ. You are. ſo, and you have made your ſelf ſo. 
Gon, I will then preſerve it. 
Ero. Antinous you are my Servant, are you not? 
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Ant. It hath pleaſed you ſo to grace me. 

Ero. Why are you then dejected? You will ay, 
You have loſt a Father; bur you have found a Miatreſ 
Doubles that loſs: Be Maſter of your Spirit; 

You have a caule for it, which ismy avour. 

Gon. And mine. 

Ero. Will no Man eaſe me of this Fool? 

Gon. Your Fellow. 

Ero. Antinons wait upon us. 

Ant. I ſhall Madam. 

Gon. Nay but Lady, Lady. 

Ero. Sir, you are rude: And if you be the Maſter 
Of ſuch Means as you do talk of, you ſhould 
Learn good Manners. 

Gon. O Lady, you can find a fault in me, 
But not perceive it in your ſelf: Vou muſt, hall hear me: 
I love you for your Pride, 'tis the beſt Virtue 
In you. 

Ero. I could hang this F PEN now: By whom 
Are you ſupported, that you dare do this? 
Have you not example here in a Prince 
Tranſcending you in all things, yet bears himſelf 
As doth become a Man had "A goat Beauty ? 
Back to your Country, and to your Curtizans, 

W here you may be admired for your Wealth, 
W hich being conſum'd, may be a means to gain you 
The opinion of ſome Wit. Here's nothing 
To be got but Soorn, and loſs of time. 
Gon. Which are things I delight! in. 5 
Ero. A ntinous, follow me. "= ** ' 

Gon. She is vext to the Soul. N 
Moc. Let her be vext, tis fir de ſhould be br | 
Vive me thy Hand Gonzalo, thou art im our favour, 

For we do love to cheriſh lofty Spirits, 
Such as percuſſe the Earth, and bourd 
With an ereGted Countenance to the Clouds. 

Gon. S- foot, what thing is this? N 

Moc. 1 do loye Fire- worles, becauſe they mount: 
An Exhalation I profeſs to adore. 

Ag a fixed — tis more Hladrious, 
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The Laws of Candy. 1111 
As every thing rais'd out of Smoak is ſo: 
Their Virtue is in Action: What do you think of me? 
Gon. Troth, Sir, eee 
You are beyond my gueſs, I know you not. 
Moc. Do you know your ſelt? 
Gon. Yes, Sir. 
Moc. Why you and I are one: I am proud, and 
Very proud too, that I muſt tell you; I faw 


It did become you, Couſin Gonzalo, prethee 
Let it beſo. | 


Con. Let it be ſo, good Couſin. 

Moc. 1 am no great ones Fool, 

Gon. 1 hope ſo, for Alliance ſake. (nanimous 

Moc. Vet I do ſerve the Mighty, Monſtrous, and Mag- 
Invincible Erota. (in your Coat. 


Gon. O good Couſin, now I have you: I'll meet you 
Me. Coat? Ihave my Horſe-mans Coat I muſt confeſs 
Lin'd through with Velvet, and a Scarlet out-ſide; 
If you'll meet me in't, I'll ſend fort; 
And Couſin you ſhall ſee me with much comfort, 
For it is both a new one, and a right one, 


It did not come Collateral. _ (buſineſs. 


Gon. Adieu good Couſin; at this preſent I have ſome 
Moc. Farewel, excellent Couſin. a hens 


er m. SCENE L 
Moi. Euter Gonzalo, aud Fernando. 
Gor. Andy, I ſay, is loſt already. 


If to be Conqueror be to be loft. (chem. 
Gon. You have it; one Day's Conqueſt hath undone 


And fold them to their Vaſſalage; for what 


Have L elſe toil'd my Brains, profuſely empty d 


My Monies, but to make them Slaves to Venice, 


3 3 


That ſo in caſe the Sword did loſe his Edge, 
They &rt might ſharpen hers? | 


Uonzalb, how? 
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1 find no ſuch great Policy in that. 
Had they continu'd one, they two alone 


To beat an Army. 


| Your Brains knockt our, than learn how to be wiſe; - 


The Policy was little, the Love leſs, 
And Honeſty leaſt of all. 


But muſt of force ſink: Do you conceive me now? 
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Gon. R thus: You ſee how-through this Land, 
Both of the beſt and baſeſt I am honour'd; 
I only gave the State of Venice notice, 
When, where, and how to Land, or you had found 
A better Entertainment: I was he 
Encourag'd young Autinous to affront . 
The Devil his Father: For the Devil, I . 
Dares not do more in Battel. 

Fer. But why did ye? 


Gon. Indeed Fernando, thou canſt fight, not plot: 
Were of ſufficient Courage and Performance 


Fer. Now by all my hopes, 
1 rather ſhall admire, 8 envy Virtue. 
Gon. Why then by all your hopes you'll rather hare 


Yon States-man? Well, Sir, I did more than this, 
When Cafflane crav'd from the common Treaſure 
Pay for his Soldiers, 1 {truck home, and lent him 
An hundred thouſand Duckats. 

Fer. Marry Sir, 


Gon. How ſay ye by that? 
Go fight, I ſay go fight, I'II talk no more with you, 
You are inſenſible. 

Fer, Well, I ſhall obſerve ye. 

Gon, Why look you, Sir, by this means have 1g 
The greateſt part of Caſſilanes Eſtate 5 
Into my Hands, which he can ne'er redeem, 


A 
But why have you importuned the Senate, 
For me to ſojourn with them 

Gon. There's the Quinteſſence, 
The Soul, and grand Elixir of my Wit: 
For he, according to his noble Nature, 


* not be known to want, though he do wants And 
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And will be bankrupted ſo much the ſooner, 
And made the ſubject of our Scorn and Laughter. 
Fer. Here's a perfect plotted Stratagem. 
Gon. Why? Could you 
Imagine, that I did not hate in Heart 
My Country's Enemies? Ves, yes, Fernandb, 
And I will be the Man that ſhall undo them. 
Fer. Ve are in a ready way. 
Gon. I was never out on't. 
. Enter Gaſpero. 
Gon. Peace, 
Here comes a wiſe Coxcomb, a tame Coward. 
Now worthy Gaſpero, what, | 
You come, I know, to be my Lord Fernand''s 
Conducter to old Caſſilane? 
Gaſ. To wait upon him. 
Gon. And my Lords the Senators ſent you? 
| Gaſ. My noble Lord they did. 

Gon. My Lord Fernando, 
This Gentleman, as humble as you ſee him, 
Is even this Kingdom's Treaſure: In a word, 
Tis his chief Glory that he is not wiſer 
Than honeſt, nor more honeſt than approv'd 
In Truth and Faith. e 
SGaſ. My Lord. 
Gon. Vou may be bold | 
To truſt him with your Boſom, he'll not deceive 
If you rely upon him once. 
Fer. Your Name is Gaſpero? 
Gaſ. Your Servant. 
Gon. Go commend me, | 
Right honeſt Gaſpero, commend me heartily 
To noble Caffilane, tell him my Love 
Is vow'd to him. 
Gaſ. I ſhall. 
Gon. 1 know you will. 
My Lord, I cannot long be abſent from you. 

Fer. Sir, you are now my Guide. Exit. 
Gon. Thus my deſignsss e 
Run uncontroul'd; yet Venice, though I be 
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A better Entertainment: I was he 


Dares not do more in Battel. 


I find no ſuch great Policy in that. 


Had they continu'd one, they two alone 
Were of ſufficient Courage and Performance 
To beat an Army. 
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| Your Brains knockt out, than learn how to be wiſe; 


| You are inſenſible. 
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Gon. Fernands thus : You ſee how Lough this Land, 
Both of the beſt and baſeſt I am honour'd; 
I only gave the State of Venice notice, 
When, where, and how to Land, or you had "ILY 


Encourag'd young Antinous to affront . 
The Devil his Father: For the Devil, I think, 


Fer. But why did ye? 


Gon. Indeed Fernando, thou canſt fight, not plot: 


Fer. Now by all my hopes, 
I rather ſhall x Sar than envy Virtue. 
Gon. Why then by all your hopes you'll rather hare 


Yon States-man? Well, Sir, I did more than this, 
When Caſſilane crav'd from the common Treaſure 
Pay for his Soldiers, I ſtruck home, and lent him 
An-hundred thouſand Duckats. 
Fer. Marry Sir, 
The Policy was little, the Love leſs, 
And Honeſty leaſt of all. 

Gon. How ſay ye by that? 
Go fight, I ſay go fight, PII talk no more with you, 


Fer. Well, I ſhall obſerve ye. 
Gon, Why look you, Sir, by this means have [ got 

The greateſt part of Caſſlanes Eſtate 5 

Into my Hoods, which he can ne'er redeem, 

But muſt of force ſink; Do you conceive me now? 
. 

But why have you importuned the Senate, 

For me to ſojourn with them? 
Gon. There's the Quimteſſence, 

The Soul, and grand Elixir of my Wit: 

For he, according to his noble Nature, 


WAY not be known to want, though he do. Want, Ang 
| n 
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And will be bankrupted ſo much the ſooner, 
And made the ſubject of our Scorn and Laughter, 
Fer. Here's a perfect plotted Stratagem. 
Gon. Why? Could you 
Imagine, that I did not hate in Heart 
My Country's Enemies? Yes, yes, Fernand, 
And I will be the Man that ſhall undo them. 
Fer. Ye are in a ready way. 
Gon. I was never out on't. 
Enter Gaſpero. 
Gon. Peace, 
Here comes a wiſe Coxcomb, a tame Coward. 
Now worthy Gaſpero, what, | 
You come, I know, to be my Lord Fernandbo's 
Conducter to old Caſſilane? 
Gaſ. To wait upon bim. 
Gon. And my Lords the Senators ſent you? 
Gaſ. My noble Lord they did. 

Gon. My Lord Fernandb, OE. 
This Gentleman, as humble as you ſee him, 
Is even this Kingdom's Treaſure: In a word, 
"Tis his chief Glory that he is not wiſer 
Than honeſt, nor more honeſt than approy'd 
In Truth and Faith. 
Gaſ. My Lord. 
Gon. You may be bold | 
To truſt him with your Boſom, he'll not deceive 
If you rely upon him once. 
Fer. Your Name is Gaſpero? 
_ Gf. Your Servant. 

Gon. Go commend me, 
Right honeſt Gaſpero, commend me heartily 
To noble Caffilane, tell him my Love 
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Is vow'd to him. 

Gaſ. I ſhall. 

Gon. I know you will. 

My Lord, I cannot long be abſent from you. 

Fer. Sir, you are now my Guide. Exit. 
on. Thus my deſignsgs | 
Run uncontroul'd; yer Yenice, though I be 
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Intelligencer to thee, in my Brain 
Are other large Projects: For if proud Erota 
Bend to my lure, I will be Canay's King, 
And Duke of Venice too. Ha? Venice too? 
O 'twas prettily ſhov'd in: Why not? Erora 
May in her Love ſeal all ſure: If ſhe ſwallow 
The bait, I am Lord of both; if not, yet Candy, 
Deſpight of all her Power, ſhall be ruin'd. 
Enter Caſſilane, Arcanes, and Annophel. 
Caſ. Urge me no farther, Amophel. 
Anno. My Lord. | | 
Caſ. Thy Father's Poverty has made thee happy 3 


For though 'tis true, this ſolitary Life 


Sutes not with Youth and Beauty, O my Child, 
Yet *tis the ſweeteſt Guardian to orotect 


Chaſt Names from Court - aſperſions; there a Lady, 


Tender and delicate in Years and Graces, 
That doats upon the charms of Eaſe and Pleaſure; 
Is Ship-wrackt on the Shore; for 'tis much ſafer 
To truſt the Ocean in a leaking Ship, 
Than follow Greatneſs in the wanton Rites 

Of Luxury and Sloth. | 

Anno. My Wiſhes, Sir, 
Have never ſoar'd a higher flight, than truly 
To find occaſion wherein I might witneſs 
My Duty and Obedience. | 
_ Caf. Tis well faid, 
Canſt thou forbear to laugh, Arcanes tf 
Arc. Why, Sir? . 

Caſ. To look upon my Beggary, to look upon 
My Patience in my Beggary: Tell me, 

Does it ſhew handſome ? .Bravely ? 

Handſome? Thou wilt flatter me, 

And ſwear that I am miſerable. 
. Nothing -- 3 

More glorifies the Noble, and the Valiant, 
Than to deſpiſe Contempt: If you continue 
But to enjoy your ſelf, you in your ſelf 
Enjoy all ſtore beſides. 

Caf. An excellent change: 
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I that ſome ſeven Apprenticeſhips commanded 

A hundred Miniſters, that waited on ; | 

My Nod, and ſometimes twenty thouſand Soldiers, 

Am now retir'd, attended in my Age 

By one poor Maid, follow'd by one old Man. 

Arc. Sir, you are lower in your own Repute 
Than you have reaſon for. 
Caſ. The Roman Captains, 

mean the beſt, ſuch as with their Bloods 

Purchas'd their Country's Peace, the Empire's Glory, 

Were glad at laſt to get them to ſome Farms, 

Off from the clamours of th' ingrateful great ones, 

And the unſteady Multitude, to live 

As I do now, and 'twas their bleſſing too, 

Let it be ours, Arcanes. 

Arc. 1 cannot but 
N your ſcorn of Injuries. 
af. Of Injuries? 85 

Arcanes, Annopbel, lend both your Hands. 

So, what ſay ye now? 
Arc. Why now, my Lord 
Caf. I ſwear 

By all my paſt Proſperities; thus ſtanding 

Between you two, I think my ſelf as great, 

As mighty, as if in the Capitol 

I ſtood amidſt the Senators, with all 

The Cretan Subjects proſtrate at my Feet. 
Anno. Sir, you are here more ſafe. 

Caſ. And more belov'd: 
Why look ye, Sirs, I can forget the weaknels 

Of the traduced Soldiers, the neglect 

Ot the fair-ſpoken Senate, the impiety 
Of him, the Villain, whom, to my diſhonour, 


The World miſcalls my Son. 
But by the=——— © _- 


— 


Arc. Sir, remember that you promis'd no occaſion 
Should move your Patience. 
Caſ. Thou doſt chide me friendly, 
He ſhall not have the Honour to be thought upon 
Amongſt us. 
| G 2 Enter 
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And muſt be kind. You are welcome. 


To be your Houſhold Gueſt. 


1116 The Laws of Candy. 
Enter a Servant, | 

Now? the News? 
Serv. The Secretary, | 
With the Venetian Priſoner, deſire 
Admittance to your Lordſhip. 

Caſ. How? to me? | 

W har Myſtery is this? Arcanes, can they, 
Think'ſt thou, mean any good? 

Arc. My Lord, they dare not 
Intend ought elſe but good. 

Caſ. lis true, they dare not; 
Artanes welcome them : Come hither Aunophel, ¶ Ex. Arc. 
Stand cloſe to me, we'll change our Affability 
Into a form of State: And they ſhall know 
Our Heart is ſtill our own. 

Ener Arcanes, Fernando, and Gaſpero. 

Arc. My Lord —ͤ | 

Caſ. Arcanes, 

I know them both: Fernando, as you are 

A Man of Greatneſs, I ſhould underyalue 
TheRight my Sword hath fought for, to obſerye 
Low-fawning Complements, but as you are 

A Captive and a Stranger, I can love you, 


Fer. Tis the all : 
Of my Ambition. | 
Gaſ. And for proof how much 
He truly honours your Heroick Virtues, 
The Senate, on his importunity, 
Commend him to your Lordſhip's Guard. 
Caſ. For what? 5 
Gaſ. During the time of his Abode in Cana, 


Fer. Wherein, my Lord, 1 
You ſhall more make me Debtor to your Nobloneſs, 
Than if you had return'd me without Ranſom. 

Caſ. Are you in earneſt, Sir? 

Fer. My Suit to the Senate 
Shall beſt reſolye you that. 

Caſ. Come hither, Secretary, 
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Look that this be no trick now put upon me: 
For if it be — Sirrah — 8 
Gaſ. As I have troth, 

My Lord, it only is a Favour granted 

Upon Fernandb's motion, from himſelf: 

Your Lordihip muſt conceive, I'd not partake 
E Ought, but what ſhould concern your Honour: Who 
| Has been the Prop, our Country's Shield, and Safety, 
© But the renowned Caſſilane? 

Caj. Applaule ? 
Is Gaſpero—— puff — nothing why, young Lord, 
Would you ſo much be ſequeſter'd from thoſe 
That are the blazing Comets of the Time, 
To live a ſolitary Life with me, 
A Man for{aken? All my Hoſpitality 
s now contracted to a few; thele two, 
The Tempeſt-wearicd Soldier, and this Virgin 
We cannot feaſt your Eycs with Maſques and Revels, 
Or Courtly Anticks; the {ad Sports we riot in, 
Are Tales of foughten Fields, of Martial Scars, 
And things done long ago, when Men of Courage 
Were held the beſt, not thoſe well-ſpoken Youths, 
Who only carry Conqueſt in their Tongues: 
Now ſtories of this Nature are unſeaſonable 
To entertain a great Duke's Son with. 

Fer. Herein 
Shall my Captivity be made my Happineſs, 
Since what I loſe in freedom, | regain, 
With int'reſt, by converſing with a Soldier, 
50 matchleſs for Experience, as great Caflane : 
Pray Sir, admit me. 

Caf. If you come to mock me, 
| ſhall be angry. 

Fer. By the love I bear 
To Goodneſs, my Intents are honourabte. | 

Caſ. Then in a word, my Lord, your Viſitations 
Shall find all due reſpe&: But I am now | | 
Grown old, and have forgot to be an Hoſt; 
Come when you pleaſe, you arc welcome. 


Fer. Si ou. 
Fer. Sir, I thank you Ba | 2 
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1118 The Laus of Candy. 
Anno. Good Sir, be not too urgent; for my Father 
Will ſoon be mov'd: Yet, in a noble way 
Of Courteſie, he is as eaſily conquer'd. . 
Fer. Lady, your Words are like your Beauty, powerful; 
I ſhall not ſtrive more how to do him Service, 
Than how to be your Servant. | 
Caſ. She's my Daughter, 
And does command this Houſe. 

Fer. So I conceive her. 

Caſ. Do you hear? 

Caf. My honour'd Lord. 

Caſ. Commend me to them: 

Tell 'em I thank them. . 
Gaſ. Whom, my Lord? | 

Caſ. The Senate; . 

Why, how come you ſo dull? O they are gracious, 

And infinitely grateful Thou art Eloquent, 
Speak modeſtly in mentioning my Services; 

And if ought fall out in the By, that muſt 

Oft meer neceſſity touch any act | 
Of my deſerving Praiſes, bluſh when you talk on't. 
*T will make them bluſh to hear on't. 

Gaſ. Why, my Lord 

Caſ. Nay, nay, you are too wiſe now; good, obſerve me. 
IT do not rail againſt the hopeful Springall, 

That builds up Monuments in Braſs; rears Trophies 
With Mottoes and Inſcriptions, quaint Devices 
Of Poetry and Fiction; let's be quiet. 

Arc. Vou muſt not croſs him. 

Gaſ. Not for Candy's Wealth. | 

Fer. You ſhall for ever make me yours. 

Anno. *Twere pity to double your Captivity. 

Arc. Who's here, Decius? | 

| Enter Decius 

Caſ. Ha! Decius? Who nam'd Decius? 

Dec. My Duty to your Lordſhip, I am bold, 
Preſuming on your noble and known Goodneſs, 
\ * 0 3 — 

Caſ. What? | 

Dec. Preſent you with this 
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Caf. Letter? 
Dec. Yes, my honour'd Lord. 
Caſ. From whom ? 
Dec. *Pleale p61 peruſe 
The Infide, and you ſhall find a Name ſubſcrib'd, 
In ſuch Humility, in ſuch Obedience, 
That you your {elf will judge it Tyranny 
Not to receive it favourably. | 
Caſ. Hey-day ! | 
Good words my Maſters : This is Court- infection, 
And none but Cowards ply them: Tell me, Decius, 
Without more Circumſtance, who is the Sender? 
Dec. Your moſt griev'd Son, Antinous. 

Caſ. On my Life 2 
A Challenge; ſpeak, as thou art worthy, ſpeak; 
PI anſwer't. 
Dec. Honour'd Sir. + | 
Caf. No honour'd Sir 
Fool your young Idol with ſuch pompous Attributes. 
Say briefly, What contains it? . 

Dec. Tis a lowly 
Petition for your Favour. 
Caſ. Rath young Man, 
But that thou art under my own Roof, and know'ſt 
| dare not any ways infringe the Laws 
Of Hoſpitality, thou ſhou'dft repent 
Thy bold and rude Intruſion. Bur preſume not 
Again to ſhew thy Letter, for thy Lite; 
Decius, not for thy Life. 

Arc. Nay then, my Lord. 
I can with-hold no longer; you are too rough, 
And wreſtle againſt Nature with a violence 
More than becomes a Father; wherein would ye 
Come nearer to the likenels of God, 
Than in your being entreated? Let not thirſt 
Of Honour make you quite forget vou are 
Aan, and what makes perfect Manhoods, comforts 
A Father. Rs 
Anno. If a Memory remain 
Of my departed Mother if the Purity 

| 1 „ 1 Of 
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Of her unblemiſh'd Faith deſerve to live 
In your Remembrance, let me yet by theſe 
Awake your Love to my uncomforted Brother. 
| Fer. I am a Stranger, but ſo much I tender 
Your Son's deſertful Virtues, that I vow 
His Sword ne'cr Conquer'd me fo abſolutely, 
As ſhall your Courteſie, if you vouchſafe, 
At all our inſtances, to new receive him 
Into your wonted Favour. | 
. Gaſ. Sir, you cannot 
Require more low Submiſſion. 
Anno. Am I not 
Grown vile yet in your Eyes? then by the name 
Of Father, let me once more fue for him, 
Who is the only now remaining Branch 
With me, of that moſt ancient Root, whoſe Body 
You are, dear Sir. 
Caſ. Tis well, an Hoſt of Furies 
Could not have baited me more torturingly, 
More rudely, or more moſt unnaturally. | 
Decius, I fay, let me no more hear from him; 
For this time go thou hence, and know from me 
Thou art beholding to me, that I have not 
Kill d thee already, look to't next, look to't. - 
Arcanes fie, fie Annophel. Exit. 
Arc. He's gone, | 
Chaf d beyond ſufferance; we muſt follow him. 
Dec. Lady, this Letter is to you. 
Anno. Come with me, 
For we muſt ſpeak in private; pleaſe you, Sir, 
To ſee what Entertainment our ſad Houſe 
Can yield'?: +22 ©, Te. 
Fer, I ſhall attend you, Lady. 
Gaſ. How do you like 
To ſojourn here, my Lord? 
Fer. More than to feaſt 1 
With all the Princes of the Earth beſides : 
Gonxalo told me, that thou wert honeſt. 
5 Gaſ. Yes, Sir, © 
And you ſhall find it. 


Exit. 
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Fer. Shall I? | 
Gaſ. All-m Follies 
Be elſe Recorded to my Shame. 

Fer. Enough, | 
My Heart is here for ever lodg'd. 
Gaſ. The Lady. | 
Fer. The Place admits no time to utter all, 
But Gaſpero, if thou wilt prove my Friend, 
I'll fay thou art | | 
Gaſ. Your Servant; I conceive ye, 
We'll chuſe ſome fitter leiſure, 
Fer. Never Man 
Was, ina moment, or more bleſs'd, or wretched. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Hyparcha placing two Chairs, Antinous, 

| and Erota. 


Ero. Leave us, 
Hyp. J ſhall. | Exit. 
Ero. Antinous, ſit down. | 
Art, Madam. | Ts 

Ero. I ſay, fit down, I do command you fit; 
For look what Honour thou doſt gain by me, 

| cannot loſe it; happy Antinous, 7 
The Graces and the higher Deities 

Smil'd at thy Birth, and til continue it: 

Then think that I, who ſcorn leſſer Examples, 
Muſt do the like: Such as do taſte my Power, 
And talk of it with Fear and Reverence, 

Shall do the ſame unto the Man I favour. 

I tell thee Youth, thou haſt a Conqueſt won, 
Since thou cam'ſt home, greater than that laſt, 
Which dignify'd thy Fame, greater than if 
Thou ſhould'ſt go our again, and conquer farther 
For I am not aſhamed to acknowledge 

My ſelf ſubdu'd by thee. _ 
Ant, Great Lady 


Ero. Sit ſtill, I will not hear thee elſe; now ſpeak, 
And ſpeak like my Antinous, like my Soldier, 

Whom Cupid, and not Mars, hath ſent to Battel. 
Ant. 1 muſt, I ſee, be ſilent. | 
Ero. So thou may'ſt; — 
e There's 


\ 


a 
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There's greater Action in it than in Clamour; 
A Look, if it be gracious, will begin the War, 
A word conclude it; then prove no Coward, | 
Since thou haſt ſuch a friendly Enemy, 
That teaches thee to Conquer. 

Ant. You do amaze me, Madam, 
T have no Skill, no Practice in this War, 
And whether you be ſerious, or pleaſe 
To make your Sport on a dejected Man, 
I cannot 1.8 gueſs; but be it as it will, 
It is alike Unhappineſs to me: a 
My Diſcontents bear thoſe Conditions in them, 
And lay me out fo wretched, no Deſigns, 
However truly promiſing a good, 1 
Can make me reliſh ought, but a ſweet- bitter 
Voluntary Exile. 

Ero. Why an Exile? 

What comfort can there be in thoſe Companions 
Which {ad Thoughts bring along with? 5 


Euer Hyparcha. 
Hyp. Madam. f 


Ero. Whence comes this well - tun d Sound? 

Hyp. I know not, Madam. 

Ero. Liſten Wench; | 
Whatever friendly Hands they are that ſend it, [Gong. 
Let 'em Play on; they are Matters of their Faculty: 
Doth it pleaſe you, Sir ? | 

Ant. According to the time. 95 

Ero. Go to em, Wench, | 53 
And tell em, we ſhall thank em; for they have kept 
As good time to our Diſpoſition, as to their Inſtruments; 
Unleſs Antinous ſhall fay he loves, | 
There never can be ſweeter Accents utter d. 

| Enter Philander. 3 

Phi. Let then the Heart that did employ thoſe Hands, 
Receive ſome ſmall ſhare of your Thanks with them, 
Tis Happineſs enough that you did like it; 
A Fortune unto me, that I ſhould ſend it 
In ſuch a lucky Minute; but to obtain 
90 gracious a Welcome did exceed my Hope. 


T Muſick 


, 


Eu. 
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Ero. Good Prince, 1 thank you for't. 
' Phi. O Madam, pour not too faſt Joys on me, 
But ſprinkle em ſo gently, I may ſtand *em; 
It is enough at firſt, you have laid aſide 
Thoſe cruel angry Looks out of your Eyes, | 
With which, as with your lovely, you did ſtrike 
All your Beholders in an Eoeſtaſie. 
Evo. Philander, you have long profeſs'd to Love me. 
Phi. Have I but profeſs'd it, Madam? 
Ero. Nay, but hear me? 
Phi. More attentively than to an Oracle. 
Ero. And I will fpeak more truly, if more can be; 
Nor ſhall my Language be wrapt up in Riddles, 
But plain as Truth it ſelf; I love this Gentleman, 
Whoſe Grief has made him ſo uncapable | 
Of Love, he will not hear, at leaſt not underſtand it. 
I, that have lookt with ſcornful Eyes on thee, 
And other Princes, mighty in their States, 
And in their Friends as fortunate, have now pray'd, 
In a petitionary kind almoſt, 5 
This Man, this well-deſerving Man, that, I muſt ſay, 
To look upon this Beauty, yet you fee 
He caſts his Eyes rather upon the Ground 
Than he will turn em this. way; Philander, 
You look pale; I'll talk no more. 3 

Phi. Pray go forward; I would be your Martyr; 
To die thus, were immortally to live. 

Ero. Will you go to him then, and ſpeak for me? 
You have loy'd longer, but not ferventer, 
Know how to ſpeak; for you have done it like | 
An Orator, even for your ſelf; then how will you for me, 
Whom you profeſs to love above your ſelf. 
Phi. The Curſes of Diſſemblers follow me 
Unto my Grave, and if I do not ſo. 5 
Ero, You may, as all Men do, ſpeak boldlier, better 
In their Friends Cauſe ſtill, than in your own; 
But ſpeak your utmoſt, yet you cannot feign, 
I will ſtand by, and bluſh to witneſs it. 
Tell him, ſince I beheld him, I have loſt 
The happineſs of this Life, Food, and Reſt; 
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A quiet Boſome, and the State I went with. 
Tell him how he has humbled the Proud, 
And made the living but a dead Erota. 
Tell him withal, that ſhe is better pleas'd 
With thinking on him, than enjoying theſe. 
Tell him ?hilander, Prince; I talk in vain 
To you, you do not mark me. 
Phi. Indeed. d 
Ero. But thou doſt look ſo pale, 
As thou wilt ſpoil the Story in relating. 
Phi. Not, if I can but live to tell it. 
Ero. It may be you have not the Heart. 
Phi. I have a Will I am ſure, how e'er my Heart 
May play the Coward ; but if you pleaſe, Ill try. 
Ero. If a Kiſs will ſtrengthen thee, I give you leave 
To challenge it, nay, I will give it you. 
Phi. O that a Man ſhould taſte ſuch heavenly Bliſs, 
And be enjoin'd to beg it for another! 
Ero. Alas, it 1s a miſery I grieve 
To put you to, and I will ſuffer rather 
In his Tyranny, than thou in mine, 
Phi. Nay, Madam, ſince I cannot have your Love, 
I will endeavour to, deſerve your Pity; 
For I had rather have within the Grave 
Your Love, than you ſhould want it upon Earth. 
Bur how can I hope, with a feeble Tongue 
To inſtruct him in the Rudiments of Love, 
When your moſt powerful Beauty cannot work it? 
Ero. Do what thou wilt, Philander; the Requeſt 
Is ſo unreaſonable, that I quit thee of it. 
I defire now no more bur the true Patience, 
And fortitude of Lovers, with thoſe helps 
Of Sighs and Tears, which I think is all the Phyſick 
P bi. O, if he did but hear you *twere enough; 
And I will *wake him from his Apoplexy. 
Antinous. _ e f 1 
Ant. My Lord? 
Phi. Nay, pray, 3 
No Courteſie to me, you are my Lord, 
Indeed you are, for you command her Heart Tha 
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That commands mine; nor can you want to knoy it. 
For look you, ſhe that told it you in words, 
Explains it now more paſſionately in Tears; 

Either thou haſt no Heart, or a Marble one, 

If thoſe drops cannot melt it; prithee look up 

And ſee how Sorrow its within her Eyes, 
And Love the Grief ſhe goes with ( if not her) 

Of which thou art the Parent; and never yet 

Was there, by Nature, that thing made ſo Stony 

But it would love whatever it begot. 

Ant. He that begot me, did beget theſe Cares, 
Which are good Iſſues, tho' happily by him 
Eſteemed Monſters : Nay, the ill-judging World 
Is likely enough to give them thoſe Characters. 

Phi. What's this to Love, and to the Lady? he's old 
Wrathful, perverſe, ſelf-will'd, and full of Anger, 
Which are his Faults; but let them not be thine; 
He thruſts you from his Love, ſhe pulls thee on, 

He doubts your Virtues, ſhe doth double them; 

O-either uſe thine own Eyes, or take mine, 

And with them my Heart, then thou wilt love her, 

Nay, dote upon her more than on thy Duty, 

And Men will praiſe thee equally for it 

Neglecting her, condemn thee as a Man 

Unworthy ſuch a Fortune: O Antinous, 

'Tis not the Friendſhip that I bear to thee, 

But her Command, that makes me utter this 

And when 1 have prevail'd, let her but ſay, 

Philander, you mult die, or this is nothing, 

It ſhall be done together with a Breath, 

With the ſame willingneſs I live to ſerve her. 
Ero. No more, Philander. 

Phi, All I have done, is little yet to purpoſe, 

But e'er I leave him, I will perceive him bluſh; 

And make him feel the Paſſions that I do, 
And every true Lover will aſſiſt me in't, 

And lend me their ſad Sighs to blow it home, 

For Cupid wants a Dart to wound this Boſom. 


7 


more; 
Pray 


Ero. No more, no more, Philander, 1 can endure no 
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Pray let him go; go good Antinous, make Pex 
With your own Mind, no matter chough I not. Ex. 


* 
* 


U _ 


ACT Iv. SCENE 1. 
Enter Hyparcha, and Mochingo. 


Hyp. I Cannot help it. 
Moc. Nor do I require it, 
The Malady needs no Phyſician, 
Help Hoſpital People. 
Hyp. 1 am glad to hear 
You are ſo valiant. 
Moc. Valiant? 
Can any Man be proud that is not valiant ? 
Fooliſh Woman, what would'ſt thou ſay? thou 
I know not what to call thee. 
Hyp. 1 can you, „ 
For I can call you Coxcomb, Ass, and Puppy. 
Mac. Vou do do it, I thank you. 
Hyp. That you'll loſe a Fortune, 
Which a Cobler better deſerves than thou doſt. 
Moc. Do not provoke my Magnanimity, | 
For when I am incens'd I am inſenſible; 
Go tell thy Lady, that hath ſent me word 
She will diſcard me, that I diſcard her, 
And throwa Scorn upon her, which I wou'd not, 
But that ſhe does me wrong. 
Enter Erota, and Antinous. 
Ero. Do you not glory in your Conqueſt more, 
To take ſome great Man Priſoner, than to kill him? 
And ſhall a Lady find leſs Mercy from you, 
Thar yields her ſelf your Captive, and for her Ranſom, 
Will give the Jewel of her Life, her Heart, 
Which ſhe hath lockt from all Men but thy ſelf ? 
For ſhame, Antinous, throw this Dulneſs off; 
Art thou a Man no where but in the Field? 
Hyp. He muſt hear Drums, and Trumpets cer he ſleeps. 
And at this inſtant dreams he's in his Armour 15 - 
hn 38 eſe 
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Theſe Iron-hearted Soldiers are ſo cold, 
Jin they be beaten to a Woman's Arms, 
And then they love em better than their own; 
No Fort can hold them out. 
Ant. What Pity it is, Madam, that your ſelf, 
W ho are alt Excellence, ſhould become fo wretched, 
To think on ſuch a Wretch as Grief hath made me! 
Seldom deſpairing Men look up to Heav'n, 
Although it ſtill ſpeak to 'em in its Glories 
For when fad Thoughts perplex the Mind of Man, 
There is a Plummet in the Heart that weighs, 
And pulls us, living, to the Duſt we came from ; 
Did you bur ſee the Miſeries you purſue, 
As I the happineſs that I avoid 
That doubles my Afflictions, you wou'd flye 
Unto ſome Wilderneſs, or to your Grave, 
And there find better Comforts than in me, 
For Love and Cares can never dwell together. 
Ero. They ſhould, | 
If thou hadſt but my Love and I thy Cares. 
Ant, What wild Beaſt in the Deſart but would be 
Taught by this Tongue to leave his Cruelty, 
Though all the Beauties of the Face were vail'd ! 
But J am ſavager than any Beaſt, 
And ſhall be A till Decius does arrive, 
Whom with ſo much Submiſſion I have ſent 
| Under my Hand, that if he do not bring 
His Benediction back, he muft to me 
Be much more cruel than I to you. 

Ero. Ist but your Father's Pardon you deſire? (yours. 
Ant. With his Love, and then nothing next that, like 
Enter Decius. 

Ero. Decius is come. TE 
Ant. O welcome Friend; if I apprehend not 
Too much of Joy, there's Comfort in thy Looks. 
Er. There is indeed; I prithee Decius ſpeak it. (ter'd. 
Dec. How! prithee Decius! this Woman's ſtrangely al- 
Ant. Why doſt not ſpeak, good Friend, and tell me 
The reverend Bleſſing of my Life receiv'd (how 
My humble Lines; Wept he for Joy? - 

9 Dec. 
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Dec. No, there's a Letter will inform you more; 
Yer I can tell you what I think will grieve you, 
The old Man is in Want, and angry ſtill, 
And Poverty 1s the Bellows of the Coal 
More than diſtaſte from you, as I imagine. (ſure 
Ant. What's here? how's this? It cannot be! now 
My Griefs delude my Senſes. 
Ero. In his Looks 2 
I read a World of Changes; Decius, mark 
With what a ſad Amazement he ſurveys 
The News; canſt thou gueſs what 'tis? 
Dec. None good, I fear, 
Ero. I fear ſo too; and then 
Ant. It is her Hand. | 
Ero. Are you not well? . 
Ant. Too well: If J were ought I 
But Rock, this Letter would conclude my Miſeries. 
Peruſe it, Lady, and reſolve me then, 
In what a Caſe I ſtand. % 
Dec. Sir, the worſt is, 
Your Father's Lowneſs and Diſtaſte. 
Ant. No, Decius, 1 Ie, 
My Siſter writes Fernando has made Suit 
For Love to her; and to exprels ſincerely 
His conſtant Truth, hath, like a noble Gentleman, 
Diſcover'd Plots of Treachery; contriv! ou 
By falſe Gonzalo, not intending more 
The utter Ruin of our Houſe, than generally 
Candy's Confuſion. Sas 
Dec. "Tis a generous part 
Of young Fernando. © 
Ant. Tis, and I-cou'd with 
All thrift to his Affections, Decius. 
'You find the Sum on't, Madam. 
1 He. Yes, 1 00. al | 
Ant. And can you now yet think a Heart oppreſt 
With ſuch a throng of Cares, can entertain | 
An amorous Thought? Love frees all Toils but one, 
Calamity and. it can ill agree. 


Eo. Will't pleaſe you Teak my Doom? 


1 


\ 


Ant. 
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Ant. Alas, great Lady, ag 
Why will you flatter thus a deſperate Man 
That is quite caſt away? O had you not 
Procur'd the Senate's Warrant to enforce 
My ſtay, I had not heard of theſe ſad News. 
What would ye have me do? 
Ero. Love me, or kill me, 
One word ſhall ſentence either; for as Truth 
Is juſt, if you refuſe me, I am reſolute 
Not to out- live my Thraldome. 
Ant. My gentle Lady. 
Ero. Say, muſt I Live, or Die? 
Dec. My Lord, how can you 
| Be ſo inexorable? Here's Occaſion 
Of ſuccouring your Father in his Wants 
Securely profer'd, pray Sir, entertain it. 
Ero. What is my Sentence? 
Ant. What you pleaſe to have it. 
Eso. As thou art gentle, ſpeak thoſe Words again. 
Ant. Madam, you have prevail'd; yet give me leave 
Without offence, e er I reſign the Intereſt 
Vour Heart hath in my Heart, to prove your Secreſie. 
Ero. Antinous, tis the greateſt Argument 
Of thy Affections to me. 
Ant. Madam, thus then, 
My Father ſtands for certain ſums engag'd 
Io treacherous Gonzalo; and has mortgag'd 
ze greateſt part of his Eſtate to him; 
If you receive this Mortgage, and procure 
= Acquittance from Gonzalo to my Father, 
lam what you would have me be. 
Eo. You'll love me then? ö 
Ant. Provided, Madam, that my Father know not 
I am an Agent for him. | : 
F. If I fail | 
In this, Iam unworthy to be lov'd. 
Ant. Then, with your Favour, thus I ſeal my Truth, 
To Day, and Decius witneſs how unchangingly 
WI ſhall ſtill love Ero g. 
. Thou haſt quickned 55 
N | | A 
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A dying Heart, Antinons. 
Dec. This is well; 
Much Happineſs to both. 
Enter Hyparcha. 
Hyp. The I ord Gonzalo 
Attends you, Madam. 
Ero. Comes as we could wiſh. 
Withdraw Antinous, here's a Cloſet, where 
You may partake his Errand ; let him enter. 
Enter Gonzalo. 
Ant. Madam you mult be wary. 
Ero. Fear it not, 
will be ready for him; to entertain him 
With ſmiling Welcome. Noble Sir, you take 
Advantage of the time; it had been fit 
Some notice of your Preſence might have faſhion'd 
A more prepared State. 
Gon. Do you mock me, Madam ? 


Fro. Truſt me, you wrong your Judgment, to repute 
My Gratitude a Fault I have examin'd 


Your portly Carriage, and will now confeſs 
Ir bath not ſlightly won me. 

Gon, The Wind's turn'd; 
1 thought 'twould come to this. It pleas'd us, Madan, 


At our laſt Interview, to mention Love; 
Have you conſider'd on't ? 


Ero. With more than common 


Content: Bur Sir, if what you ſpoke you meant, 
As J have cauſe to doubt, then 
Gon. What, ſweet Lady? 
Ero. Methinks we ſhould lay by this form of deb 
Love's Courtſhip is familiar, and for inſtance, 
See what a change it hath begot in me, 
I could talk humbly now, as Lovers uſe. 
Gon. And1, and I, we meet in one Self-centre 


Exit. 


— — 


Of bleſt Conſent. 
Ero. 1 hope my weakneſs, Sir, 
Shall not deſerve Neglect; but if it prove fo, 


1 am not the firſt Lady has been ruin'd 


by being too credulous; you will ſmart fort on: a 
n. 
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Gon. Angel-like Lady, let me be held a Villain, 
If I love not ſincerely. | 
Ero. Would I knew it. | 
Gon. Make proof by any fit Command. 
Ero. What, do you mean to marry me? 
Gon. How! Mean? Nay more, I mean 
To make you Empreſs of my Earthly Fortunes, 
Regent of my Deſires, for did you covet | 
To be a real Queen, I could advance you. 
Ero. Now I perceive you ſlight me, and would make me 
More ſimple than my Sexes frailty warrants. 5 
Gon, But ſay your Mind, and you ſhall be a Queen, 
Ero. On thoſe Conditions, call me yours. 
Gon. Enough. N 
But are we ſafe? : 
Ero. Aſſuredly. 
Con. In ſhort, | 
Yet, Lady, firſt be plain; would you not chuſe 
Much rather to prefer your own Sun-riſfing, 
Than any's elſe though ne'er ſo near Entituled 
By Blood, or right of Birth? | 
Ero. Tis a queſtion 
Needs not a Reſolution. 
Gon. Good; what if 
I ſet the Crown of Candy on your Head? 
Ero. I were a Queen indeed then. 
Gon. Madam, know 
There's but a Boy twixt you and it; ſuppoſe him 
Tranſhap'd into an Angel. 
Ero. Wiſe Gonzalo, 
cannot but admire thee. 
Gon. *Tis worth thinking on; 
Beſides, your Husband ſhall be Duke of Venice. 
Ero. Gonzalo, Duke of Venice? | 
Gon. You are mine, you ſay? | 
Ero. Piſh : Youbur dally with me; and would lull me 
Ina rich golden Dream. 
Gon. You are too much diſtruſtful of my Truth. 
Ero. Then you muſt give me leave to apprehend 


The Means and Manner how. 3 
y 2 H 1 Gon. 
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On. Why thus 

Ero. You ſhall not, 

We may be over- heard; Affairs ad Counſels 
Of ſuch high Nature, are not to be truſted 
Not to the Air it ſelf, you ſhall in writing 
Draw out the full Deſign; which if effected, 

I am as I profes. 

Gon. O I applaud 
Your ready Care, and Secreſie. 

Ero. Gonzalo, 

There is a bar yet, tw / ixt our hopes and us, 
And that muſt be remov'd 

Gon. What is't ? 

Ero. Old Cafflane. 

Gon. Ha? Fear not him: Tbuild upon his Ruins 
Already. 

Ero. I would find a ſmoother Courſe 
To ſhift him off. | 
Con. As how? 

Ero. We'll talk in private, 

J have a ready Plot. 5 | 

Gon. I ſhall adore you. Exeunt. 

Enter Fe nando, and Annophel. 
Fer. Madam, although | hate unnoble Practices, 

And therefore have perform'd no more than what 
I ought for Honour's ſafety; yet Annopbel, 

Thy Love hath been the Spur, to urge me forward 
For ſpeedier diligence. 

Ann, Sir, your own Fame 
And Memory wil! beſt reward themſelves. 

Fer. All gain is loſs, ſweet Beauty, if I wis 
My Comforts here: The Brother and the Siſter 
Have double conquer'd me, but thou may'ſt triumph. 

Anno. Good Sr, I have a Father. 

Fer. Yes, a brave one; 

Couid'ſt thou obſcure thy Beauty, yet the Hoppinch 
Of being but his Dau zhrer, were a Dower 
Fit for a Prince: What ſay ye? 

Anno You have deſerv'd 

As much as I thou'd grant. 


8 


Fir. 


4 
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Fer. By this fair Hand 
take Poſſeſſion. 
Amo. What in Words I dare not, 
Imagine in my Silence. - 
er. Thou art all Virtue. 

Enter Caſſilanes, and Arcanes. 

Caſ. T'1l tell thee how: Baldwin the Emperor, 
Pretending Title, more through Tyranny, 
Than right of Conqueſt, or Deſcent, uſurp'd 
The Stile of Lord or all the Grecian Iſlands, 
And under Colour of an Amity | 
With Cree, prefer'd the Marqueſs Mountferats 
To be our Governor; the Cretians vex'd 
By the ambitious Turks, in hope of aid 
From the Emperor, receiv'd for General 
This Mount ferato; he, the Wars appeas'd, 
Plots with the State of Venice, and takes Mony 
Of them for Candy: They paid well, he ſteals 
Away in ſecret; ſince which time, that Right 
The State of Venice claims o'er Candy, is 
By Purchaſe, not Inheritance or Conqueſt, 
And hence grows all our Quarrel, 

Arc. So an Uſurer 5 
Or Lombard-Jew, might with ſome Bags of traſh 
Buy half the Weſtern World. 
Caſ. Mony, Arcanes, . 
Is now a God on Earth: It cracks Virginities, 
And turns a Chriſtan, Turk ; 3 
Bribes Juſtice, cut-throats Honour, does what not? 
Arc, Not captives Candy. 
Caſ. Nor makes thee diſhoneſt, 
Nor mea Coward — Now Sir, here is homely, 
But friendly Entertainment. | 
Fer. Sir, I find it. 
Arc. And like it, do ye not? 
Fer. My Repair ſpeaks for me. | 
Caſ. Rn we Were ſpeaking off how this ? 
Enter Gonzalo, «nd Gaſpero, with a Casket.. 
Gon. Your Friend, and Sezvint. : 
Caſ. Creditors, my Lord, 5 | 8 
H 3 Are 
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Are Maſters and no Servants: As the World goes, 
Debters are very Slaves to thoſe to whom _ 
They have been beholding to; in which reſpect, 
I ſhould fear you, Gonzalo, | 
Gon. Me, my Lord? 
You owe me nothing. 
Caſ. What, nor Love, nor Mony? 
Gon. Yes, Love, I hope, not Mony. 
Caf. All this Bravery 
Will ſcarcely make that good. 
Gon. Tis done already: 
See Sir, your Mortgage which I only took, 
In caſe you and your Son had in the Wars 
Miſcarried : I yield it up again: Tis yours. 
Caſ. Are ye lo conſcionable? 
Gon, Tis your own. 3 
Caſ. Piſh, piſh, I'Il not receive what is not mine, 
That were a . buſineſs. ; 
Gon. Sir, I am paid for't, © OK 
| The Sums you borrow'd are return'd; the Bonds 
Cancell'd, and your Acquittance formally ſeal'd : 
Look here, Sir, Gaſpero is witneſs to it. 
Gaſ. My honour'd Lord, I am. 
Gon. My Lord Fernand. 
Arcanes and the reſt, you all ſhall teſtific, 
That I acquit Lord Czfflane for ever, 
Of any Debra fo me 
n  Gaf. Tis plain and ample: | 
Fortune will once again {mile on us fairly. 
b Caſ. But hark ye, hark ye, if you be in earneſt, 
W hence comes this Bounty? Or whoſe ist? 
Gon. In ſhort, | 
The great Erota, by this Secretary, 
Return'd me my full due. 
Caſ. Erota? Wh 
Should ſhe do this? _ 5 
Gon. You muſt ask her the cauſe, 
She knows it beſt. 5 
Caſ. So ho, Arcanes, none 5 
Eut Women pity us?. Soft-hearted Women? 


» 
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am become a brave Fellow now, Arcanes, 
Am I not? | 

Arc. W hy, Sir, if the gracious Princeſs 
Have took more ſpecial notice of your Services, 
And means to be more thankful than ſome others, 
It were an Injury to Gratitude, | 
To diſeſteem her Favours. | / 
Anno. Sir, ſhe ever 
For your ſake moſt reſpectively lov'd me. 

Caſ. The Senate, and the Body of this Kingdom 
Are herein, let me ſpeak it without Arrogance, 
Beholding to her : I will thank her for it; 

And if ſhe have reſerv'd a means whereby 

I may repay this Bounty with ſome Service, 
She ſhall be then my Patroneſs: Come, Sirs, 
We'll taſte a Cup of Wine together now. 

Gon. Fernando, I muſt ſpeak with you in ſecrct. 

Fer. You ſhall — - Now Gaſpero, all's well. 

Gaſ. There's News 
You muſt be acquainted with. 


Come, there is no Maſter-picce in Art, like Policy. 
Tas | Exeunt. 


| 


een y. SCENE I: 
Enter Fernando, and Michael. 


Fer. HE Senate is inform'd at full. 
Mic. Gonzalo 

Dreams not of my Arrival yet. 

Fer. Nor thinks 
"Tis poſſible his Plots can be diſcover'd: 
He fats himſelf with hopes of Crowns, and Kingdoms, 
And laughs ſecurely, to imagine how 
He means to gull all but himſelf: When truly, 
None is fo groſly gull'd as he. 

Mich, There was never 
A more arch Villain. 

Fer. Peace, the Senate comes, 


BE. Buer 


1136 T he-Laws of Candy. 
Enter Porphycio, Poſſenne, Senators, Gaſpero, and 


- Attendants. 


Por. How cloſely Treaſon cloaks it ſelf i in forms 
Of Civil Honeſty ? 


Poſ. And yer how palpably 
* Heav'n reveal it? Fer. Gracious Lords. 
Gaſ. The Ambaſſador, 
Lord Paulo Michael, Advocate 
To the great Duke of V enice. - 
Por. You are moſt welcome, _ 
Your Maſter is a juſt and noble Prince. | 
Mich. My Lords, he bad me ſay, that you may know 
How much he ſcorns, and, as good Princes ought, 
Defics baſe, indirect, and godlch Treacheries ; 
To your more Sacred Wiſdoms he refers 
The Puniſhment due to the falſe Gonzalo, 
Or elſe to ſend him home to Venice. 
Poſ. Herein _ 
The Duke is Royal: Gaſpero, the Prince | 
Of Cyprus anſwer'd he would come. 
Gaſ. My Lords, | 
He will ns; long be abſent. 
Enter Philander, and Melitus. 
Par. You, Fernandb, 
Have made the State your Debtor: Worthy Prince, 
We ſhall be Suitors to you for your Preſence, 
In hearing, and determining of matters 
Greatly concerning Candy. 
Phi. Fathers, | am a ene 
Poſ. Why, the cauſe, my Lord, concerns 
A Stranger: Pleaſe you ſeat your (lf 
Phi, Howe'er 
Unfit, fince you will have it ſo, my Lords, 
You ſhall command me. 
Por. You, my Lord Fernando, 
With the Ambaſſador, withdraw a while. 
Fer. My Lords, we ſhall. _ [ Ex. 
Pof. Melita, and the Secretary, 2 
Give notice to Gonzalo, that the Senate 


Requires his Preſence, Ex. Gaſ. and Mel. 
5 Entor 


— Gs: Saad es. a a. 
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Enter Caſſilanes, and Arcancs. 
Phi. What concerns the buſineſs? 
Por. Thus noble Prince ——— 
Caſ. Let me alone, thou troubleſt me, 
] ill be heard. 
Aro. You know not what you do. 
Poſ. Forbear : Who's he that is ſo rude? What's he that 
To interrupt our Counſels? (dares 
Caſ. One that has guarded, 
Thoſe Purple Robes from Cankers worſe than Moths, 
One that hath kept your Fleeces on your Backs, 
That would have been ſnatch'd from you: Bur I ſee 
'Tis better now to be a Dog, a Spaniel 
In times of Peace, than boaſt the bruiſed Scars, 
Purchas'd with loſs of Blood in noble Wars: 
My Lords, I ſpeak to you. | 
Por. Lord Caffilane, 
We know not what you meat. 
Caf. Yes, you are ſet 
Upon a Bench of Juſtice z and a day 5 
Will come (hear this, and quake ye Potent Great ones) 
When you your ſelves ſhall ſtand Lakes a Judge, 
Who in a pair of Scales will weigh your Actions, 
Without abatement of one Grain: As then 
You would be found full weight, I charge ye Fathers P 
Let me have Juſtice now. | | 
Poſ. Lord Caffilane, — 
What ſtrange Diſtemperature provokes Diſtruſt 
Of our Impartiality? Be ſure 
We'll flatter no Man's Injuries. 
Caf. Tis well; LEY 3 
You have a Law, Lords, that without remorſe 
Dooms ſuch as are belepred with the Curſe 
Of foul Ingratitude unto Death. 
Por. We have. cans 
Caſ. Then do me Juſtice. | 
Enter Antinous, Decius, Erota, and Hyparcha. 
Dec. Mad-man, whither run'ſt thou? | 
Ant. Peace, Decius, I am deaf, 


55. Will you forget 
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Your Greatneſs, and your Modeſty? 
Ero. Hyparcha leave, I will not hear. 
Ant. Lady; great, gentle, Lady. 
Fro. Prethee young Man forbear to interrupt me, 
Triumph not in thy Fortunes; I will ſpeak. 
Poſ. More Uproars yet! who are they that diſtutbus 
Caſ. The Viper's come; his Fears have drawn him hither 
And now, my Lords, be Chronicled for ever, f 
And give me Juſtice againſt this vile Monſter, 
This Baſtard of my Blood. 2 
Ero. Tis Juſtice, Fathers, | 
1 ſue for too; and though I might command it, 
(If you remember, Lords, whoſe Child I was) 
Yet I will humbly beg it; this old Wretch 
Has forfeited his Life to me. | 
Caſ. 'Tricks, tricks; 
Complots, Device, 'twixt theſe pair of young ones, 
To blunt the Edge of your well temper'd Swords, 
W herewith you ſtrike Offenders, Lords,- but I 
Am not a Baby to be fear'd with Bug-bears, 
*Tis Juſtice I require. 
_ #vo. And J. 0 
Ant. You ſpeak too tenderly; and too much like your 
To mean a Cruelty z which would make monſtrous (ſel 
Your Sex: Yet for the Loves ſake, which you once 
Pleas'd to pretend, give my griev'd Father leave 
To urge his own Revenge; you have no Cauſe 
For — * Keep Peace about ye 
Caſ. Will you hear me? | 
Phi. Here's ſome ſtrange novelty, 
Poſ. Sure we are mock'd, a | 
Speak one at once : Say wherein hath your Son 
Tranſgreſs'd the Law? F 
| caſ? O the groſs miſts of Dulneſs! _ 
Are you this Kingdom's Oracles, yet can be. 
So ignorant? firſt hear, and then conſider. 
That I begot him, gave him Birth and Life, 
And Education, were, I muſt confeſs, 
But Duties of a Father: I did more; 
J taught him how to manage Arms, to. dare , 
| | | 1 n 
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An Enemy; to court beth Death and Dangers; 
Yet theſe were but Additions to compleat 
A well accompliſh'd Soldier: I did more yet. 
made him chief Commander in the Field 
Next to my felf, and gave him the full Proſpect 
Of Honour, and Preferment; tram'd him up 
In all perfections of a Martialliſt: 
But he unmindful of his Gratitude, 
| You know with what Contempt of my Deferts, 
| Firſt kick'd againſt mine Honour, fcorned all 
| My Services; then got the Palm of Glory 
Unto himſelf: Vet not content with this, 
He, laſtly, hath conſpir'd my Death, and ſought 
Means to engage me to this Lady's debt, 
Whoſe Bounty all my whole Eſtate could never 
| Give Satisfaction to: Now honoured Fathers, 
For this Cauſe only, if your Law be Law, 
And you the Miniſters of Juſtice; then 
Think of this ſtrange Ingratide in him. 
& Phi, Can this be ſo, Antinons? 
Ant. Tis all true, | 


Nor hath my much wrong'd Father limn'd my Faults 
In Colours half fo black, as in themſelves, 
My Guilt hath dy'd them: Were there Mercy left, 
Vet mine own Shame would be my Executioner : 
| Lords, I am guilty. Ero. Thou belieſt, Autinous, 
& Thine Innocence: Alas, my Lords, he's deſperate, 
And talks he knows not what: You mult not credit 
His Lunacy; I can my ſelf diſprove 
Ibis Accuſation: Cafflane, be yet 
More Merciful; I beg it. * 
= Czf. Time, nor Fate, 
The World, or what is in it, ſhall not alter 
My Reſolution : He ſhall dic. Ero. The Senate's 
| Prayers, or weeping Lovers, ſhall not alter 
My Reſolution: Thou ſhalt die. Ant. Why Madam, 
Are ye all Marble? SS 
 P:ſ. Leave your ſhifts Antinous, | 
What plead you to your Father's Accuſation? 
Aut. Moſt fully guilty. 


Poſt 


We cannot quit you now. 


Of Juſtice. I will have Autinous Iyife. 


Ero. I will have Caſſilane s. 


| Steep'd in my Father's Blood? As you are Woman, 


Thou haſt a Heart of Flint ; Let my Intreaties, 
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Poſe. You have doom'd your (elf, 


. Caf: A burthen'd Conſcience 

Will never need a Hang-man: Hadſt thou dar'd 

To have deny'd it, then this Sword of mine 

Shou'd on thy Head have prov'd thy Tongue a Liar. 
Ero. Thy Sword? wretched old Man, thou haſt liv'd tg 

To carry Peace or Comfort to thy Grave; (long 

Thou art a Man condemn'd: My Lords, this Tyrant 

Had periſh'd but for me, I {till ſupply'd 2 

His miſerable Wants; I ſent his Daughter 

Mony to buy him food; the Bread he eat, 

Was from my Purſe : When he, vain-gloriouſly 

To dive into the Peoples Hearts, had pawn'd 

His Birth-right, I redeem'd it, ſent it to him, 

And for requital, only made my Suit, 

That he wou'd pleafe to new receive his Son 

Into his Favour, for whoſe Love I told him 

I had been ſtill ſo friendly: But then he, 

As void of Gratitude, as all good Nature, 

Diſtracted like a mad Man, poſted hither 

To pull this Vengeance on himſelf, and us; 

For why, my Lords, ſince by the Law, all means 

Is blotted our of your Commiſſion, 

As this hard-hearted Father hath accus'd 

Noble Antinous, his unblemiſh'd Son, 

So I accuſe this Father, and crave Judgement. 
Caf.. All this is but deceit, meer Trifles forg'd 

By Combination to defeat the Proceſs 5 


Arc. Sir, what do ye mean? 


Ant. Cunning and cruel Lady, runs the Stream 
Of your Affections this way? Have you not 
Conqueſt enough by treading on my Grave? 
Unleſs you ſend me thither in a Shrowd 


As the proteſts of Love you vow'd were Honeſt; 
Be gentler to my Father. Ero. Caſſilane, 


1 
iS, 


ſy 


amm ETPY 


My Tears, the Sacrifice of Griefs unfeign'd, 
Melt it: Yet be a Father to thy Son, 
Unmask thy long beſotted Judgment, ſee 
A low Obedience kneeling at the Feet 
Of Nature, I beſeech you. | 
Caſ. Piſh, you cozen 
Your Hopes: Your Plots are idle: I am reſolute. 
Ero. Antinous, urge no further. 
Ant. Hence thou Sorcery 
Of a begu ling Softneſs; Iwill ſtand, 5 
Like the Earth's Center, unmov'd; Lords your Breath 
Muſt finiſh theſe Diviſions: I confeſs 
Civility doth teach I ſhould not ſpeak 
Againſt a Lady cf her Birth, ſo high 
As great Erota, but her Injuries 
And thankleſs W rongs to me, urge me to cry 
Aloud for Juftice, Fathers. 
Dec. Whither run you ? 
Ant. For, honour'd Fathers, that you all may know 
That I alone am not unmatchable 


| In Crimes of this Condition, left perhaps 


You might conceive, as yet the Caſe appears, 
That this foul Stain and Guilt runs in a Blood; 


| Before this Preſence, 1 accuſe this Lady 


Of as much vile Ingratitude to me. 
. Caf. Impudent Traitor! 
Phi, Her? O ſpare Antinous, 


The World reputes thee valiant, do not ſoyle 


All thy paſt Nobleneſs with ſuch a Cowardize, 
As murthering innocent Ladies will ſtamp on thee. 
Ant. Brave Prince; with what unwillingneſs I force 
Her Follies, and in thoſe her Sin, be witnels, 
All theſe about me: She is bloody- minded, 
And turns the Juſtice of the Law to Rigour: 
It is her Cruelties, not I, accuſe her - 
Shall I have Audience? 
Ero. Let him ſpeak, my Lords. 
Dec. Your Memory will rot. 
Ant. Caſt all your Eyes ; 
On this, what ſhall I call her? truthleſs Woman, 


+44: e een 
When often in my Diſcontents, the ſway 
Of her unruly Blood, her untam'd Paſſion, 


Or name it as you liſt, had hour by hour 
Solicited my Love, ſhe vow'd at laſt 


She cou'd not, wou'd not live, unleſs I granted | 


What ſhe long ſued for: I in tender Pity, 
To ſave a Lady of her Birth from Ruin, 
Gave her her Life, and promis'd to be Hers: 
Nor urg'd I ought from her, but Secreſie, 
And then enjoyn'd her to ſupply ſuch Wants 
As I perceiv'd my Father's late Engagements 
Had made him ſubject to; What ſhall I heap up 
Long Repetitions? She to quit my Pity, 
Not only hath diſcover'd to my Father 
What ſhe had promis'd to conceal, but alſo 
Hath drawn my Life into this fatal forfeit ; 
For which ſince I muſt die, I crave a like 
Equality of Juſtice againſt her; 
Not that I covet Blood, but that ſhe may not 
Practiſe this Art of Falſehood on ſome other, 
Perhaps more worthy of her Love hereafter. 

Por. If this be true — 

Ero, My Lords, be as the Law is, 
Indifferent, Upright, I do plead Guilty : 
| Now Sir, what Glory have you got by this? 
Las Man, I meant not to outlive thy Doom, 
Shall we be Fricnds in Death? 
Caſ. Hear me, the Villain 
Scandals her, honour'd Lords. f 

Ero. Leave off to doat, 
And die a wiſe Man. 

Ant. I am over- reach d,. 
And maſter'd in my own Reſolution. 


Phi. Will ye be wilful, Madam? here's the Curſe 


Of Loves Diſdain. a | 

Caſ. Why ſit you like dumb Statues? 
Demur no longer. 

Poſ. Caffilane, Erota, | 
Autinous, Death ye ask; and 'tis your Dooms, 
You in your Follies liv'd, die in your Follies. 
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Caſ. 1 am reveng'd, and thank you for it. 
Eio. Yes, and I: Antinous hath been gracious. 
Ant. Sir, may I preſume to crave a Bleiiing from you 
Before we part ? 
Caſ. Yes, ſuch a one as Parents 
Beſtow on curſed Sons; now now I laugh 
To ſee how thoſe poor Younglings are both cheated 
Of Life and Comfort: Look ye, look ye, Lords, 
go but ſome ten Minutes, more or leſs, 
Before my time, but they have finely cozen'd 
Themſelves of many, many hopeful Years 
Amidſt their prime of Youth and Glory; now 
Enter Annophel. 
My Vengeance is made full. Welcome my Joy, 
| Thou com'ſt to take a ſeaſonable Bleſſin 
From thy half bury'd Father's Hand; I am dead 
Already, Girl, and fo is ſhe and he, 
We all are Worms- meat now. 
Anno. I have heard al; 
Nor ſhall you die alone: Lords, on my Knees 
beg for Juſtice too. 5 ET. 
Por. *Gainſt whom, for what ? 
Anno. Firſt let me be reſolv'd; does the Law favour 
None, be they ne'er ſo mighty? 3 
For. Not the greateſt. 3 
Anno. Then juſtly I accuſe of foul Ingratitude 
My Lords, you of the Senate all, not one 
Excepted. Poſ. Por. Us? 
Phi. Anmophel —— Amno. You are the Authors 
Of this unthrifty Bloodſhed ; when your Enemies 
Came marching to your Gates, your Childrenſuck'd not 
date at their Mothers Breaſts, your very Cloyſters 
Were not ſecure, your ſtarting Holes of Refuge 
Not free from Danger, nor your Lives your own: 
in this moſt deſperate Eeſtaſie, my Father, 
This aged Man, not only undertook 
To guard your Lives, but did fo; and beat off 
The daring Foe; for you he pawn'd his Lands, 
To pay your Soldiers, who without their Pay 
Refus'd to ſt ke a Blow: Pur, Lords, when Peace 


5 
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Was purehas'd for you, and Victory brought home, 


Where was your Gratitude, who in your Coffers 
Haorded the ruſty Treaſure which was due 
- To my unminded Father? he was glad 
To live retir'd in Want, in Penury, 
Whilſt you made Feaſts of Surfeit, and forgot 
Your Debts to him : The Sum of all is this, 
You have been unthankful to him; and I crave 
The Rigor of the Law againſt you all. = 
Caſ. My Royal ſpirited Daughter ! 
Ero. Annophel, | 
Thou art a worthy Wench; let me embrace thee. 
Amo. Lords,' why do ye keep your Seats? they arc 
For ſuch as are Offenders. (no Places 
Foſ. Though our Ignorance — 
Of Caſſilanes Engagements might aſſwage 
Severity of Juſtice, yet to ſnew 1 
How no Excuſe ſhould ſmooth a breach of Law, 
I yield me to the Trial of it. Por. So mult I: 
Great Prince of Cyprus, you are left | 
The only Moderator in this Difference 
And as you are a Prince be a Protector 
To woful Candy. Phi. What a Scene of Miſery 
Hath thine obdurate Forwardnefs, old Man, 
Drawn on thy Country's Boſom? and for that 
Thy proud Ambition could not mount ſo high 
As to be ſtil'd thy Country's only Patron, 
Thy Malice hath deſcended to the depth 
Of Hell, to be renowned in the Title 
Of the Deſtroyer ?' Doſt thou yet perceive 
What Curſes all Poſterity will brand | 
Thy Grave with, that at once haſt rob'd this Kingdom 
Of Honour and of Safety ? | | 
Ero. Children yet unborn 
Will ſtop their Ears when thou art nam'd. 
Arc. The World will be too little to contain 
The Memory of this deteſted Deed; 
The Furies will abhor it. 
Dec. What the Sword 1 
Could not enforce, your peeviſh Thirſt of Honour, 0 
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A brave, cold, weak, imaginary Fame, 
Hath brought on Candy: Candy groans, not theſe. 
That are to die. | 2 7 | 
Phi. Tis Happineſs enough 
For them, that they ſhall not ſurvive to ſee 
The Wounds wherewith thou ſtab'ſt the Land that gave 
Thee Life and Name. 5 
Dec. Tis Candy's wrack ſhall feel 
caſ. The miſchief of your Folly. 
Por. Poſ. Annophel — = 88 
Anno. I will not be entreated. 
Caf. Prethee Annophel ——— 
Anno. Why would ye urge me to a Mercy, which 
You in your ſelf allow not ? 
S Caf. *Tis the Law, 
That if the Party who complains, remit 
The Offender, he is freed: Is't not ſo, Lords? 
Por, Poſe. Tis fo. - 2 
Caſ. Antinous, by my Shame obſerve 
What a cloſe Witch-craft popular Applauſe is: 
I am awak'd,' and with clear Eyes behold 
The Lethargy wherein my Reaſon long | 
Hath been be-charm'd : Live, live, my matchleſs Son, 
Bleſt in thy Father's Bleſſing; muſt more bleſt 
In thine own Virtues : Let me dew thy Cheeks 
With my unmanly Tears: Riſe, I forgive thee : 
And good Antinous, if I ſhall be thy Father 
Forgive me: I can ſpeak no more. 
Ant. Dear Sir, 3 
You new beget me now—— Madam your Pardon, 
[ heartily remit you. Ero. I as freely 
Diſcharge thee, Caſilane. 
Amo. My gracious Lords, 
Repute me not a blemiſh to my Sex, 
In that I trove to cure a deſperate Evil 
With a more violent Remedy : Your Lives, 
our Honours are your own. | 
Phi, Then with Conſent | 
Be reconciP'd on all ſides: Pleaſe you Fathers 
o take your Places. | ; 
£3 % | | Il Poſ. 


r 


Who ſits with them ? 
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Poſ. Let us len tend, r 
With Joy and Thankfuln to Hen: And now 
To other buſineſs, Lords. 3 

Enter Gaſpero, and Melltus, #i## Gonzalo. 


Mel. Two hours and more, Sir, 
The Senate hath been (ct. 


Con. And I not know it? 
Mel. My Lord, the Prince of On:. 
Gon. Gaſpero, 


- 


Why how comes that to piſs? 


Gaſ. Some weighty Cauſe 
I warrant you. | 

Gon. Now Lords the buſineſs ? ha? 
Who's here, Erota? | 
For. Secretary do your Charge 
Upon that Traitor. 3 "MOD 

Gon. Traitor? Gaſ. Yes, Gonzalo, Traitor; 


Of Treaſon to the Peace ant State of Candy, 
I do arreft thee. Gu. Me? thou Dog? 


: Enter Fernando, and Michael. 
Mich. With Licence 


From this grave Senate, I arreſt thee likewiſe 


Of Treaſon to the State of Vence. Gon. Ha? 
Is Michael here? nay then I fee 
I am undone. 3 
Ero. | ſhall not be your Queen, 
Your Dutcheſs, or your Empreſs. 
Gon. Dull, dull Brain. | 
O I am food. 


| Gaſe Look, Sir, do you know this Hand? (to ence, 
Mich. Do you know this Seal? Firſt, Lords, he write 
Io make a perfect League, during which Time 


He wou'd in private keep ſome Troops in Pay; 
Bribe all the Centinels th 1 
Corrupt the Captains; at a Banquet poyſon 


The Prince, and greateſt Pears, and in Coneluſion 


Yield Caudh Slave to Venice. | 
nnn ERS... 
With the Illuftrious Pr.nceſs, the Lady Hota, 


roughout this Kingdom, 


15 Laws of Cindy, 114 
In hope of Marriage with her, to deliver 
All the Venetian Gallantry, and Strength, 
Upon their firft artival, to the Mercy 
Of her and Candy. Ern. This is true, Gontals, 
Gon. Let it be true: What then? 
_ Piſ. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
What's your demand? x 
Mich. As likes the State of Candy, 
Either to ſentence him as he deſerves 
Here, or to ſend him like a Slave to Venice. 
Por. We ffrall adviſe upon it. 
Gon. O the Devils, | 
That had not thruſt this trick into my Pate 
A Politician Fool? Deſtruction plague | 
Candy and Venice both. 
Pof. Por. Away with him. 5 
Mel. Come Sir, I'll ſee you ſafe, ¶ Exeum Gonz. Mel. 
Eo. Lords, e'er you part 
Be witnels to another change of wonder. 
Aninbus, now be bold, before this Preſence, 
Freely to ſpeak, whether or no I us'd 
The humbleſt means Affection could contrive, 
To gain thy Love. Ant. Madam, I muſt confeſs it, 
And ever am your Servant. Ero. Yes Antinous, 
My Servant, for my Lord thou ſhalt be never: 
J here diſclaim the intereſt thou hadſt once 
In my too pafſionate Thoughts. Moſt noble Prince, 
If yet a Relick of thy wonted Flames | 
Live warm within thy Boſom, then I bluſh not 
To offer up the aſſurance of my Faith, 
To thee that haſt deſerv'd it beſt. Phi. O Madam, 
You play with my Calamity, Ero. Let Heav'n 
Record my Truth for ever. Phi. With more joy 
Than I have words to utter, I accept it. 
I alſo pawn you mine. 
Ero. The Man that in requital 
f noble and unſought Affection 10 
Grows cruel, never lov'd, nor did Antinoiss. 
Jet herein, Prince, ye are beholding to him; 


For hi le& of me humbled a Pride 
| ls negle — 0 5 Which 
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Which to a virtuous Wife had been a Monſter. 
Phi. For which I'll rank him my deſerving Friend. 
Ant. Much Comfort dwell with you, as I could wiſh 
To him I honour moſt. Caſ. O my Antinows, 
My own, my own good Son. 1 
Fer. One ſuit I have to make. 
Phi. To whom, Fernando? 
Fer. Lord Caffilane to you. 
5 Caſ. To me? Fer. This Lady 
Hath promiſed to be mine. Anno. Your Bleſſing, Sir; 
Brother, your Love. Ant. You cannot, Sir, beſtow her 
On a more noble Gentleman. 
Caſ. Saiſt thou ſo? | 
Antinous, I confirm it. Here Fernando, 
Live both as one; ſhe is thine. 
Ant. And herein, Siſter, 
I honour you for your wiſe ſettled Love. 
Thisis a day of Triumph, all Contentions 
Are happily accorded: Candys Peace 
Secur'd, and Venice vow'da worthy Friend, [ Exeuni. 
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PROLOGUE. 


EWT itles warrgnt not a Play for new, 
The Subject being old: And tis as true, 
Freſh and neat Matter may wich eaſe be framd 


Out of their Stories, that have oft been nam'd d 


With Glory on the Stage : What borrows he 
From him that wrote old Priam's Tragedy, 
That writes his Love to Hecuba? Sure, to tel! 
Of Cæſar's amorous Heats, and how he fell 

In th Capitol, can never be the ſame 

To the judicious : Nor will ſuch blame 

Thoſe who penn d this, for Barrenneſs when they find 
Toung Cleopatra here, and her great Mind 
Expreſs'd ta th beight, with us 4 Maid, and free, 
And how he rated her Virginity. - 

We treat not of what boldneſs fhe did aye, 

Nor of her fatal Love to Anthony. 

What we preſent and offer to your view, 

Upon their Faiths, the Stage yet never knew. 

Let Reaſon then firſt to your Wills give Laws, 
And after judge of them, and of their Cauſe, 
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M E N. 


Ulius Cefar Emperor of Rome. 
Ptolomy, King of Ægypt. 


Achoreus, an honeſt Counſellor, Prieſt of Tis, 
Photinus, a Politician, Minion to Ptolomy. 
Achillas, Captain of the Guard to Ptolomy. 
Septinius, 4.revo/red Roman Villain. 
Labienus, 4 Roman Soldier, and Nuncio. 


Apollodorus Guardian to Cleopatra. 
Antony, Ceſar 0 
Dolabella, * #lar's aptains. 


Scevay 4 free Speaker, alſo . fo Ceſar. 
Guard. 


Three Leonie Soldiers. 
23 Servants. 
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WOMEN. 


Cleopatra, Queen of Ægypt. Cæſar's Miſtreſs. 
Arſino, Cleopatra's Ciſter. 


Eros, Cleopatra s Waiting-Woman. 
SCENE AGYPT. 


THE 
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rr SGENE L: 
Enter Achillas, and Achoreus, 


ACHILLAS. | 
== Love the King, nor do diſpute his Power, 
Rt For that is not confin'd, nor to be cenſur'd 
By me, that am his Subject; yet allow me 
The liberty of a Man, that ſtill would be 
A Friend to ſuſtice, to demand the Motives 
That did induce young Prolomy, or Pho- 
To whoſe directions he gives up bimfelk, (tinut, 
And I hope wiſely, to commit his Siſter, ; 
The Princeſs 9-1 1 if I ſaid 
The Queen, Achillas, twere, I hope, no Treaſon, 
She being by her Father's Teſtament, 
Whoſe Memory I bow to, left Co- heir 
In all he ſtood poſſeſt of. | 
Achil. *Tis confeſt, "i 
My good Achoreus, that in theſe Eaſtern Kingdoms 
omen are not exempted from the Sceprre, © 
But claim a Privilege, equal to the Male,; 
But how much ſuch Diviſions have ta'en from 
The Majeſty of Zgypr, and what Factions 
Haye ſprung from thoſe Partitions, to the ruin 
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1114 123 The Falſe One. 
Of the poor Subject, doubtful which to follow, 


We have too many and too ſad Examples : 
Therefore the wiſe Pbhotinus, to prevent 
The Murders, and the Maſſacres, that attend 
On diſunited Government, and to ſhew 
The King, without a Partner, in full ſplendor, 
Thought it conyenient, the fair Cleoparra, 
(An Attribute not frequent in this Climate) 
Should be committed to ſafe Cuſtody, 
In which ſhe 1s attended like her Birth, 
Dntil her Beauty, or her Royal Dowre, 
Hath found her out a Husband. 

Acho. How this may 
Stand with the Rules of Policy, I know not; 
Mot ſure I am, it holds no Correſpondence 
WMith the Rites of egypt, or the Laws of Nature: 

But grant that Cleopatra can fit down + 
With this Diſgrace, tho' inſupportable; 
Can you imagine, that Rowe's glarious Senate, 
- To whoſe Charge, by the Will of the dead King, 
This Government was deliyer'd, or great Powpey, 
That is appointed Cleopatra's Guardian 
As well as Prolomy's, will e er approve 

Of this raſh Counſel, their Conſent not ſought Ar, 

That ſhould Authorize it? 5 

Achil. The Civil War 
In which the Raman Empire is Embark d 
On a rough Sea of Danger, does exact ; 
Their whole Care to preſerve themſelves, and give them 
No vacant time to think of what we do, ; 
W hich hardly can concern them. 

Acho. What's your Opinion : 
Of the Succeſs ? I have heard, in multitudes 
Of Soldiers, and all glorious Pomp of War, 
Pompey is much. Superior. 17 
Aocbil. I could give you 
A Catalogue of all the ſeyeral Nations BE. 
From whence he drew his Powers; but that were tediow. 
They have rich Arms, are ten to one in Number, 


Which makes them think the Day already won; ad 


\nd 


ö The Fulſe Ons, 
And Pompey being Maſter of the Sea, 


duch plenty of all Delieates are brought in, 
As if the Place on Which they are entrench'd, 


Were not a Camp of Soldiers, but Name, 


In which Lucullus and Apicius join'd 


To make a publick Feaſt ; They at Dirachiun 
Fought with Succeſs z but knew not to make uſe of 


Fortune'sfair Offer: So much I have heard 


Acho. Where are they now? 


Achil. In Theſſaly, near the Phorſalien Plains, 


Where Ceſar with a Handful of his Men, 


Hems in the greater Number : His whole Troops 
Exceed not twenty Theuſand, but old Soldiers 
Fleſh'd in the Spoils of Germany and France, 


Enur'd to his Command, and only know 


To fight and overcome: And tho' that Famine 
Reigns in his Camp, compelling them to tafte 
Bread made of Roots, forbid the uſe of Man, 
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Which they with Scorn threw into Pompey's Camp, 


As in deriſion of his Delicates, 


Or Corn not yet half ripe, and that a Banq 


Who hath the better Cauſe. 
| Euter Septinius. 
Acho. May Victory | 
Attend on't, where it is. 
Achil. We ev'ry Hour 
Expect to hear the Iſſue. 
Sep. Save my good Lords; 


By It and Ofris, whom you worlbip, 
And the four hundred Gods and Goddeſſes 


Ador'd in Rome, 1 am your Henour's Servant. 


Acho. Truth needs, Septinius, no Oaths. 


Achil. You are cruel, 


If you deny him Swearing, you take from him 


Three full parts of his Language. 
Sep. Your Honour's bitter, . 
Confound me, where I Love I cannot 


ſay it, 


uet: 
They ſtill Beſiege him, being ambitious only 


To come to Blows, and let the Swords determine 


But 
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But I muſt ſwear't; yet ſuch is my ill Fortune; 
Nor Vows nor Proteſtations win Belief, 
I think, (and I can find no other Reaſon) 
| Becauſe I am a Roman, 2 
Acho. No, Septinins, | 
To be a Roman, were an Honour to you, 
Did not your Manners and your Lite take from it, 
And cry aloud, that from Rowe you bring nothing 
But Roman Vices, which you would plant here, 
But no Seed of her Virtues .. 
Sep. With your Reverence 
I am too old to learn. 
Acbo. Any thing honeſt, 
That I believe without an Oath. 

Sep. I fear 5 8 
Your Lordſhip has ſlept ill to Night, and that 
Invites this ſad Diſcourſe twill make you old 
Before your time; —— O' theſe Virtuous Morak, 
And old Religious Principles, that fool us: 

T have brought you a new Song will make you laugh, 
Though you were at your Prayers. 

Acho. What is the Subject? 

Be free, Septinius. i hs 

J Caloaye:.: 1-2 | 
Of all the Gameſters of the Court and City, 
Which Lord lies with that Lady, and what Gallant 
Sports with that Merchant's Wife; and does relate 
Who ſells her Honour for a Diamond, 
Who, for a Tiſſew Robe; whoſe Husband's jealous, 
And who ſo kind, that to ſhare with his Wite 
Will make the match himſelf; 
Harmleſs Conceits, 5 
Though Fools ſay they are dangerous: I ſang it 
The laſt Night at my Lord Photinus Table. 

Acho. How ! as a Fidler? WE 

Sep. No, Sir, as a Gueſt, 
A welcome Gueſt too; and it was approy'd of 
By a dozen of his Friends, tho' they were touch'd int! 
For look you, tis a kind of merriment, | 


When we have laid by fooliſh Modeſty . 


(As 
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1 
(As not a Man of Faſhion will wear it) 
To talk what we have done, at leaft to hear it; 
If metrily ſet down, it fires the Blood, 
And heightens Creſt-fall'n Appetite. 
Acho. New Doctrine! 
Achil, Was't of your own Compoſing ? 
Sep, No, I bought it 
Of askulking Scribler for two Prolomies, 
But the Hints were mine own; the Wretch was fearful ; 
But I have damn'd my ſelf, ſhould it be queſtion d, 
That 1 will own it. 
Acho. And be puniſh'd for it; 
Take heed, for you may fo long exerciſe 
Your ſcurrilous Wit _ Authority, 
The Kingdom's Counſels ; and make profane Jeſts, 
(Which to you, being an Atheiſt, 1s nothing) 
Againſt Religion, that your great Maintainers, 
nleſs they would be thought Co- partners with you, 
Will leave you to the Law; and then, Septinius, 
Remember there are Whips. 
Sep. For Whores, I grant you, 
When they are out of date, till then are ſafe too, 
Or all the Gallants of the Court are Eunuchs, 
And for mine own Defence, Jl only add this, 
Ill be admitted for a wanton. Tale, | 
To ſome moſt private Cabinets, when your Prieſt-hood, 
Though laden with the Myſteries of your Goddeſs, 
Shall wait without unnoted ſo I leave you 
To your pious Thoughts. it 4 
Achil. *Tis a ſtrange Impudence, 
This Fellow does put on. : 
Acho, The wonder great, 
He is accepted of. 
Achil, Vices, for him, 
Make as free way as Virtues do for others. 
'Tis the Time's fault; yet great ones ſtill have grac'd, 
To make them Sport, or rub them o'er with Flattery, 
Obſervers of all kinds. =, 
15 Enter Photinus and Septinius. 
Acbo, No more of him, 


He 
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He is not worth our Thoughts; 4 Fugitive 
From Pompey's Army, and now in à danger 
When he ſhould uſe his Service. 

Achil. Sce how he 
On great Phorinus Ear. 

Sep. Hell, and the Furies, 
And all the plagues of Darkneſs light upon me: 
You are my God en Farth, and let me have 
Your Fayour here, fall what can fall hereafter. 
Pho. Theu art hehe vd, doſt thou want Mony? 
1 | = No, Sir. 

_ Pho. Or haſt thou any? theſe ever follow 
Thy vehement Proteftations., 
Sep. You much wrong me; | 
How eart | wan, when your Beams ſhine upon me, 
Unleſs Employmentt t exffels my Zeal = 
To do your Greatneſs Service: Ds but think, 
A deed ſo dark, the Sun would bluſh to look on, 
For which Mankind would curſe me, and arm all 
The Powers above, and thoſe below againſt me: 
Command me, I will on. 
 Phs. When | have uſe, 
I'll put you to the Felt. 
Sep. May it be ſpeedy, | 
And ſomething worth my Danger; you are cold, 
And know not your oN Powers y this Brow wasfafhion'd 
Io wear a Kingty Wresth, and your grave Judgmem, 
Given to diſpoſe of Monarchies, not to govern 
A Child's Aﬀai:s, the Peoples Eye's upon you, 
I he Soldier courts you; Will you wear a Garment 
Of ſordid Loyalty, when 'tis out of Faſhon? 
Pho. When Pompey was thy General, Septinius, 
Thou ſaidſt as much to him. 8 
Sep. All my Love to him, - 
To Ceſar, Rome, and the Whole World is loft 
e In the Ocean of your Boanities : I have no Friend, 
Project, Deſign, or Country, but your Favour, 
Which I'll preſerve at any rate. 
Pho. No more 3 
When I call on you, fall not off; perhaps 
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1 
Sooner than you expect, I may employ you, 
G leave me for a while. | 
Sep. Ever your Creature. Exit. 


Phy. Good day Acboreus, my beſt Friend Achillar, 
Hath Fame delivered yet no certain Rumour 
Of the great Roman Action. 


Achil. That we are 


To enquire, and learn of you, Sir, whoſe grave care 
For Ag ypr's Happineſs, and great Prolonpꝰs good, 
| Have Eyes and Ears in all Parts. : 
Enter Ptolomy, Labienus, and Guard. 
Pho. I'll not boaſt, E | 
What my Intelligence coſts me, but e'er long i 
You ſhall know more. The King, with him a Roman. 
Acho. The Scarlet Livery of unfortunate- War 
Dy'd deeply on his Face. be Ru 
Achil. Tis Labienus. | 
Caſar's Lieutenant in the Wars of Gaul, 
And fortunate in all his Undertakings: 
But ſince theſe Civil Jars he turn'd to Pompey, 
And though he followed the better Cauſe, 
Not with the like Succeſs. 
Pho. Such as are wile, | 
Leave falling Buildings, fly to thoſe that riſe 
But more ot that hereafter. 
0 Lab. In a word, Sir, 
Theſe gaping wounds, not taken as a Slave, 
Speak Pompey's Loſs; to tell you of the Battel, 
How many thouſand ſeveral Bloody ſnapes 
Death wore that day in Triumph; how he bore 
The ſhock of Cæſar's Charge; or with what fury 
His Soldiers came on, as if they had been 
So many Ceſars, and like him, Ambitious 
To tread upon the Liberty of Rome: 
How Fathers kill'd their Sons, and Sons their Fathers, 
Or how the Roman Piles on cither fide 
Drew Roman Blood which ſpent, the Prince of weapons ; 
The Sword ſucceeded, which, 1: Civil Wars, 
Appoints the Tent, on which vid Victory 
Shall make a certain Stand; then, ow the Plains | 
er | . 2 | Flow'd * 


— . 
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Flow'd oer with Blood, and what acloud of Vulturs, | 


And other Birds of Prey, hung o'er both Armies, 
Atrending when their ready Servitors, | 
The Soldiers, from whom the angry Gods 

Had took all ſenſe of Reaſon, and of Pity, 
Would ferve in their own Carcaſſes for a Feaſt. 
How Ceſar with his Javelin forc'd them on 

Thar made the leaſt ſtop, when their angry Hands 
Were lifted up againſt ſome known Friend's Face 
Then coming to the body of the Army | 
He ſhews the ſacred Senate, and forbids them 
To waſte their force upon the Common Soldier, 
W hom willingly, if &er he did know Pity, 

He would have ſpar'd. | 

Pero. The reaſon, Labienus? 

Lab. Full well he knows, that in their Blood he was 
To paſs to Empire, and that through their Bowels 
He muſt invade the Laws of Rome, and give 

A period to the Liberty of the World. 
Then fell the Leridi, and the bold Corvini, 
The fam'd Torquati, Scipio's, and Marcell, 
Names next to Pompey's, moſt renown'd on Earth, 
The Nobles, and the Commons lay together, 
And Ponrick, Punick, and Aſſyrian Blood 

Made up one crimſon Lake: Which Pompey ſeeing, 
And that his, and the Fate of Rome had left him, 
Standing upon the Rampier of his Camp, | 
Though ſcorning all that could fall on himſelf, 

He pities them whoſe Fortunes are Embark'd 

In his unlucky Quarrcl; cries aloud too ; 
That they ſnould ſound Retreat, and ſave themſelves: 
That he deſir'd not, fo much noble Blood 

Should be loſt in his Service, or attend 

On his Misfortunes: And then, taking Horſe 
With ſome few of his Friends, he came to Lesbos, 
And with Cornelia, his Wife, and Sons, 


He'srouch'd upon your Shore: The King of Parth1ia, 


Famous in his defeature of the G aſſi, 
Offer'd him his Protection, but Pompey 
Relying on his Benefits, and your Faith, 


| 


Hath 
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Hath choſen AÆgypt for his Sanctuary, 
Till he may recollect his ſcatter'd Powers, 
And try a ſecond Day: Now Prolomy, 
Though he appear not like that glorious Thing 
That three times rode in Triumph, and gave Laws 
To conquer'd Nations, and made Crowns his Gift, 
(As this of yours, your noble Father took _ 
From his victorious Hand, and you ſtill wear it 
At his Devotion) to do you more Honour 
In his declin'd Eſtate, as the ſtraight'ſt Pyne 
In a full Grove of his yet flourithing Friends, 
He flies to you for Succour, and expects 
The entertainment of your Father's Friend, 
And Guardian to your ſelf. 
Prol. To ſay I grieve his Fortune. 
As much as if the Crown I wear, his Gift, 
Were raviſh'd from me, is a holy Truth, 
Our Gods can witneſs for me: Vet, being young, 
And not a free Diſpoſer of my ſelf, 
Let not a few hours, borrow'd for Advice, 
Beget ſuſpicion of Unthankfulneſs, 
Which next to Hell I hate; pray you retire, 
And take a little reſt, and let his Wounds 
Be with that care attended, as they were 
Carv'd on my Fleſh : Good Labienus, think 
he little Reſpite I deſire ſhall be 
holly employ'd to find the readieſt way 
To do great Pompey ſervice. 5 
Lab. May the Gods, | | 


s you intend, protect you. | De. 


„ I Sls ©: 8 
tis my Pleaſure: Vour Advice, and freely. 

Acho. A ſhort deliberation in this, - 

ay ſerve to give you Counſel to be honeſt; 

eligious and thankful, in themſelves 
Ire forcible Motives, and can need no flouriſh 
r gloſs in the Perſuader; your kept Faith, 

hough Pompey never riſe to th height he's fall'n from, 
ear himſelf will love; and my Opinion 2 1 
ſtill committing it to graver Cenſure, 
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You pay the Debt you owe him, with the hazard 
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Of all you can call yours. | 
Pro. What's yours, Phozinus ? 


P bo . Ac har CHAS, great P tolomy, hath counſel'd ; 


Like a religious and honeft Man, 
Worthy the Honour that he juſtly holds 


In being Prieſt to {is But alas, 

W hat in a Man, ſequeſter'd from the World, | 
Or in a private Perſon, is prefer'd, 

No Policy allows of in a King : 


To be or juſt, or thankful, makes Kings guilty ; 
And Faith, though prais'd, is puniſh'd, that ſupports 
Such as good Fate forfakes: Join with the Gods, 


Obſerve the Man they favour, leave the wretched ; 
The Stars are not more diſtant from the Earth 
Than Profit. is from Honeſty ; all the Power, 


Prerogatives, and Greatnek of a Prince 


Is loſt, if he deſcend once but to ſteer 


His courſe, as what's right guides him; let him leave 
The Scepter, that ſtrives, only to be good, 


Since Kingdoms are maintain'd by Force and Blood. 
Acho. Oh wicked. a 


Pro. Peace: Go on. . (Youth, 
Pho. Proud Pompey ſhews how much he ſcorns your 
In thinking that you cannot keep your π ĩ 


From ſuch as are o' er- come. If you are tired 
Wich being a King, let not a Stranger take 


What nearer Pledges challenge: ReGgn rather 
The Government of Azypr and of Mie 
To.Cepatra, that has Title to them: _ 
At leaſt defend them from the Roman Gripe; 
What was not Pewipey's, while the Wars endur'd, 
The Conqueror will not challenge. Ey all the World 
Forſaken and deſpis d, your gentle Guardian, 

His Hopes and Fortunes deſperate, makes choice of 
What Nation he ſhall fall with: And purſu d 

Fy their pale Ghoſts, ſlain in this Civil War, 

He flies not Ceſar only, but the Senate, 


Of which, the greater part have cloid the Hunger 


Of ſharp Pbarſalian FowI; ke flies the Nations 


That 


LY 


. | 
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That he drew to his Quarrel, whoſe Eſtates 
Are ſunk in his: And in no place receiv'd, 
Hath found out Ægypt, by him yet not ruin'd: 
And Prolomy, thing confider'd, juſtly may 
Complain of Pompey: Wherefore ſhould he ſtain 
Our Agypt with the ſpots of Civil War? 
Or make the peaceable, or quiet Nyle, | 
Doubted of Ceſar? W herefore ſhould he draw 
His Loſs and Overthrow upon our Heads? 
Or chule th 's place to ſuffer in? Already 
We have offended Ceſar, in our Wiſhes, 
And no way left us to redeem his Favour 
But by the Hand of Pompey. . 
Acho, Great Ofiris, © | 
Defend thy Ægypt from ſuch Cruelty, 
And barbarous Ingratitude ! 
Pho. Holy trifles, | 
And not to have place in deſigns of State; 
This Sword, which Fate commands me to unſheath, 
I would not draw on Pompey, if not vanquiſh'd, 
I grant it rather ſhould have paſs'd through Ceſar; 
But we muſt follow where his Fortune leads us; 
All provident Princes meaſure their intents 
According to their pewer z and ſo diſpoſe them, 
And think*ft thou, Prolomy, that thou canſt prop 
His Ruins, under whom {ad Rome now ſuffers? 
Or tempt the Conqueror's force when 'tis confirm'd? 
Shall we, that in the Battel fat as Neuters 
Serve him that's overcome? No, no, he's loſte 
And though 'tis noble to a ſinking Friend . 
_ To lend a helping Hand, while there is hope 
He may recover, thy part not engag d:. 
Tho? one moſt dear, when all his hopes are dead, 
To drown him, ſet thy foot upon his Head. | 
Acho. Moſt execrable Counſel. 
Achil. To be follow'd, 
'Tis for the Kingdom's ſafety. 
Pro. We give up | TEE | 
Our abſolute Power to thee: Diſpoſe of it 
As Reaſon ſhall direct thee. | | 
| Se. Pbo. 
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Encreaſe with my beſt Service. 


Pho. Good Achillas, | 
Seek out Seprinius : Do you but ſooth him, 


De is already wrought: Leave the diſpatch 


To me of Labienus: Tis determin'd 


Already how you ſhall proceed: Nor Fate 
Shall alter it, ſince now the Dye is caſt, 


Bur that this hour to Pompey is his laſt, | [Exenun, 


. 


Enter Apollodorus, Eros, and Arſino. 


Apol. Is the Queen ſtirring, Eros? 
Eros. Yes, for in truth © 


She touch'd no Bed to N ight. 


Apol. I am ſorry for it, | 
And wiſh it were in me, with my hazard, 
To give her eaſe. AS. 

Arſe. Sir, ſhe accepts your Will, 


And does acknowledge the hath found you noble, 


So far, as if reſtraint of Liberty 
Could give admiſſion to a thought of Mirth, 


She is your Debtor for it. 


Apsl. Did you tell her wh 
Of the ſports I have prepar'd to entertain her? 
She was us'd to take delight, with her fair Hand 
To Angle in the Mie, where the glad Fiſh 
As if they knew who *twas ſought to deceive 'em, 
Contended to be taken : Other times 1 
To ſtrike the Stag, who wounded by her Arrows, 
Forgot his tears in Death, and kneeling thanks hcr 
To his laſt Gaſp, then prouder of his Fate, 


Than if with Garlands crown'd, he had been choſen 


To fall a Sacrifice before the Altar 

Of the Virgin Huntreſs: The King, nor great Photinrs, 
Forbid her any. Pleaſure; a-d the Circuit 5 

In which ſhe is confin'd, gladly affords 

Variety of Paſtimes, which I would EN 


Eras 
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Eros. O, but the thought 
That ihe that was born Free, and to diſpence 
Reſtraint or Liberty to others, ſhould be 
At the Devotion of her Brother, whom 
She only knows her Equal, makes this Place 
In which ſhe lives, though ſtor'd with all Delights, 
A loathſome Dungeon to her, | 
Apol. Yet, howe'er 
She ſhall Interpret it, I'll not be wanti 
To do my belt to ſerve her: I have prepar'd 
Choice Muſick near her Cabinet, and compos'd 
Some few Lines, ſet unto a ſolemn time, 
In the praiſe of Impriſonment. Begin, Boy. 


The SONG. 
1 bright Eyes, and bleſs the Air : 


Even in Shadows you are Fair. 
Shut-up-beauty is like Fire, 
That breaks out clearer ſtill and higher, 
Though your Body be confin d, | 
And ſoft Love a Priſoner bound, 
Tet the Beauty of your Mind, 
Neither Check, nor Chain batb found. 
Look out nobly then, and dare 
Even the Fetters that you wear. 
| Enter Cleopatra. 
Cle. But that we are aſſur'd this taſtes of Duty, 
And Love in you, my Guardian, and Deſire 
In you, my Siſter, and the reſt, to pleaſe us, 
We ſhould receiye this as a ſawey Rudeneſs 
Offer'd our private Thoughts. But your Intents 
Are to delight us: Alas, you wath an Etbiqp x 
Can Cleopatra, while fhe does remember 
Whoſe Daughter ſhe is, and whole Siſter; O 
I ſufferin the Name! and that, in Juſtice, 
There is no place in Agypt, where | ſtand, 
But that the tributary Eartli is proud 
To kiſs the Foot of her, that is her Queen 
Can jhe, I fay, chat is all 2 cer reliſñ 
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Of Comfort, or Delight, while baſe Phorinus, 
Bond-Man Acbillas, and all other Monſters 
That raign o'er Prolomy, make that a Court, 
Where they reſide ; and this, wherel, a Priſon? 
But there's a Rome, a Senate, and a Ceſar, 
Though the great Pompey lean to Prolomy, 
May think of Cleopatra. 125 
Aol. Pompey, Madam? | 
Cle. What of him? Speak: Ifill, Apollodorus, 
It is my Happineſs: And for thy News 
Receiveafavour, Kings have kneel d in vain for, 
And kiſs my Hand. 
Apol. He's loſt. 
Cle. Speak it again! * 
Apol. His Army routed: He fled, and purſu'd 
By the all-conquering Ceſar. 
Cle. Whither bends he? 
2 He THR IM 
die. Ha! In Perſon? 


PEAS 


Aol. Tis receiv'd 
For an undoubted Truth. 
PP 
And if aſſurance of my Love and Beauty 
Deceive me not, I now ſhall find a Judge, 
To do me right: But how to free my ſelf, 
And get acceis? The Guards are ſtrong upon me, 
This Door I muſt piſs through, Apollodorus 
Thou often haſt profels'd, to do me Service, 
Thy Life was not thine own. | 
Apol. T am not alter'd; | 5 
And let your Excellency propound a Means, 
In which I may but give the leaſt aſſiſtance, 
That may reſtore you, to that you were born to, 
Though it call on the anger of the King, 
Or, what's more deadly; all his Minion 
Photinus ean do to me, I, unmov'd, TE 
Offer my Throat to ſerve you: Ever provided, 
It bear ſome probable ſhew to be effected; 
To loſe my ſelf upon no Ground, were Madneſs, 
Not Loyal Duty. 


\, 
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er. Stand off: To thee alone, 
I will diſcover What I dare not truſt « 
My Siſter with. Ceſar is amorous, 
And taken more with the title of a Queen, 
Than Feature or Proportion; he lov'd Ee 
A Moor, deformed too, I have heard, that brought 
No other Object to inflame his Blood, 
hut that ber Husband was a King, on both 
He did beſtow rich Preſents; ſhall I then, 
That, with a Princely Birth, bring Beauty with me, 
That know to prize my ſelf at mine own rate, 
Deſpair his Favour? Art thou mine? 
"- of 1am. | | 
Cle: I have found out a way ſhall bring me to him, 
Spight of Photinus watches: If I proſper, 
As I am confident I ſhall, expect 8 
Things greater than thy wiſhes : Though I purchaſe 
His Grace with loſs of my Virginity, N 
It skills not, if it bring home Majeſty. [Exennt. 


_—_ —_ 


CT WH $CENE-L 
Enter Septimius, with 4 Head, Achillas and Guard. 


Seb. T' Is here, tis done, behold you fearful Viewers, 
4 Shake,andbehold the Model of the World here, 


The Pride, and Strengch ; look, look again, tis nith'd; 
That, that whole Arm es, nay whole Nations, 
Many and mighty Kings, have been ſtruck blind at, 
And fled before wing d with their Fears and Terrors, 
That ſteel War waited on, and Fortune courted, 
That high Plum'd Honour builc up for her own; 
Behold that Might neſs, behold that Fierceneſs, 
Behold that Child of War, with all his Glories, _ 
By this poor Hand made breathleſs; here, my Achillas, 

g) t, and Ceſar, owe me for this Service, 
And all the conquer'd Nations. 

Aebil. Peace, Septimius, FE - 
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Thy Words ſound more ungrateful than thy Actions: 
Though ſometimes Safety ſeek an Inſtrument | 
Of thy unworthy Nature, thou, loud Boaſter, 
Think not ſhe is bound to love him too, that's barbarous. 
Why did not IJ, if this he meritorious | 
And binds the' King unto me, and his Bounties, 
Strike this rude Stroke? I'll tell thee, thou poor Roman 
It was a ſacred Head, I durſt not heave at, oP 
= Not heave a 'Thought. 
Sep. It was. . 
Achil. Il tell thee truly, 
And if thou ever yet heardſt tell of Honour, 
I'll make thee bluſh : It was thy General's 
That Man's that fed thee once, that Man's that bred thee, 
The Air thou breath'ſt was his; the Fire that warm d thee, 
From his care kindled ever; nay, I'll ſhow thee, 
Becauſe I'll make thee ſenſible of the buſineſs, 
And why a noble Man durſt not touch at it, 
There was no piece of Earth thou put'ſt thy Foot on, 
But was his Conqueſt; and he gave thee Motion, 
He Triumph'd three times: Who durſt touch his Perſon? 
The very Walls of Rome bow'd to his Preſence 
Dear to the Gods he was, to them that fear'd him 
A-fair and noble Enemy: Didſt thou hate him, 
And for thy Love to Ceſar, ſought his Ruin? 
Arm d in the red Pharſalian Fields, Seprinins, 
Where killing was in grace, and Wounds were glorious, 
Where Kings were fair Competitors for Honour, 
Thou ſhou'dſt have come up to him, there have fought 
There, Sword to Sword. . (him; 
Sep. I kill'd him on commandment, 
If Kings Commands be fair, when you all fainted, 
W hen none of you durſt look - Bs 
Achil. On Deeds ſo barbarous. 
What Mt Ten gor?* 2H hs; 4+, 
Sep. The King's Love, and his Bounty, 
The Honour of the Service; which though you rail at, 
Or a thouſand envious Souls fling their foams on me, 


Will dignifie the Cauſe, and make me glorious: 
And | ſhall lve———— { 


—_— 
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Achil. 
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Achil. A miſerable Villain. | 
What Reputation and Reward belongs to it? 
Thus, with the Head, I ſeize on, and make mine; 
And be not impudent to ask me why, Sirrah, 
Nor bold to ſtay, read in mine Eyes the reaſon: 
The Shame and Obloquy I leave thine own, 
Inkerit thoſe Rewards, they are fitter for thee; _ 
Your OyPs ſpent, and your Snuff ſtinks: Go out baſely. 
Sep. The King will yet conſider. Exit. 
Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, and Photinus. 
Achil. Here he comes, Sir. | 
_ Acho. Vet if it be undone, hear me, great Sir. 
If this inhuman ftroke be yet unſtrucken, 
It that adored Head be not yet ſever'd 
From the moſt noble Body, weigh the Miſeries, 
The Deſolations that this great Eclipſe works: 
You are young, be provident; fix not your Empire 
Upon the Tomb of him will ſhake all Egypt, 
Whoſe warlike Groans will raiſe ten thouſand Spirits, 
Great as himſelf, in every Hand a Thunder; 
Deſtructions darting from their Looks and Sorrows, 
That eaſie Womens Eyes ſhall never empty. 
Pho. You have done well; and 'tis done; ſee Achillas, 
And in his Hand the Head. 
Ptol. Stay, come no nearer, 
Methinks I feel the very Earth ſhake under me, 
I do remember him, he was my Guardian, 
Appointed by the Senate to preſerve me: 
What a full Majeſty fits in his Face yet? 
Pho. The King is troubled: Be not frighted, Sir, 
Be not abus'd with fears; his Death was neceſlary, 
If you conſider, Sir, moſt neceſſary, | 
Not to be miſs'd: And humbly thank great Ic, 
He came fo opportunely to your Hands; 
Pity muſt now give place to ru'es of Safcty. 
Is not victorious Ceſar new arriv d. 
And enter'd Alexandria, with his Friends, 
His Navy riding by to wait his charge? 
Did he not bear this Pompey, and purſu'd him? 
Was not this. great Man, his great Enemy ? is 
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1170 The Falſe One. 
This Godlike virtuous Man, as People held him; 
But what Fool dare be Friend to flying Virtue > 

Enter Cxfar, Anthony, Dolabella and Sceya, 
1 hear their Trumpets, 'tis too late to ſtagger; 
Give me the Head, and be you Confident: 
Hail Conqueror, and Head of all the World, 
Now this Head's off. nnn 

„„ 

Pho. Do not ſhun me, Ciſar, 
From Kingly Prolhhmy T bring this Preſent, 
The Crown and Sweat of thy Pharſalian labour, 
The Goal and Mark of high ambitious Honour; 
Before thy Victory had no Name, Ceſar, 
Thy Travel and thy loſs of Blood, no Recompence, 
Thou dream'ſt of being worthy, and of War, 
And all thy furious conflicts were but ſlumbers, 
Here they take life; here they inherit Honour, 
Grow fixt, and ſhoot up everlaſting Triumphs: 
Take it, and look upon thy humble Seryant, 
With noble Eyes look on the Princely Prolnmy, 
That offers with this Head, moſt mighty Czſar, 

What thou wou'dſt once have given for it, all Zgypr. 


Acbo. Nor do not queſtion it, moſt Royal Conqueror, 


Nor diſeſteem the Benefit that meets thee, 

Becauſe tis eaſily got, it comes the ſafer: 

Vet let me tell thee, moſt imperious Ceſar, 

Though he oppos'd no ſtrength of Swords to win this, 
Nor labour d through no ſhowers of Darts, an] Lances; 
Vet here he found a Fort, that fac'd him ſtrongly, 
An inward War: He was his Grandfire's Gueſt; 
Friend to his Father, and when he was expell'd 

And beaten from this Kingdom by ſtrong hand, 
And had none left him to reſtore his Honour, 
No hope to find a Friend; in ſuch « miſery, 
Then in ſtept Pompey took his feeble Fortune, 


Strengthen d, and cheriſh'd it, and et it right again; 


This was a love to Ceſar, 

Kae. Give me Hate, Gods. SI 
Pho. This Cæſar may account a little wicked; 

But yet remember, if thins owe Hands, Conqueror, 


Had 
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Had fallen upon him, what it had been then? (way! 
If thine own Sword had touch'd his Throat, what that 
He was thy Son-in-law, there to be tainted 
Had been moſt terrible: Let the worſt be render d, 
We have deſerv'd for keeping thy Hands innocent. 
Ceſ. Oh Sceva, Sceva, ſee that Head: Sce Captains, 
The Head of godlike Pompey. OY. 
Sce. He was baſely ruin'd, | | 
But let the Gods be griev'd that ſuffer'd it, 
And be you, Ceſar 
Ceſ. Oh thou Conqueror, 
Thou Glory of the World once, now the Pity : 
Thou Awe of Nations, wherefore didſt thou fall thus? 
What poor Fate follow'd thee, and pluckt thee on, 
To truſt thy ſacred Life to an Egyptian; 
The life and light of Rome, to a blind Stranger, 
That haps n War ne'er taught a nobleneſs, 
Nor worthy circumſtance ſnew'd what a Man was, 
That never heard thy Name ſung, but in Banquets; 
And looſe laſcivious Pleaſures? To a Boy, : 
That had no Faith to comprehend thy Greatneſs, 
No ſtudy of thy life to know thy Goodneſs; 
And leave thy Nation, nay, thy noble Friend, 
Leave him di ſtruſted that in Tears falls with thee; 
In ſoft relenting Tears? Hear me, great Pompey, 
It thy great Spirit can hear, I muſt task thee: 
Thou haſt moſt unnobly robb'd me of my Victory, 
My Love, and Mercy. 1 
Aut. O how brave theſe Tears ſhew ? 
How excellent is Sorrow in an Enemy? | 
Dol. Glory appears not greater than this Goodneſs, 
Ceſ. Egyptians, dare you think your high Pyramide, 
| Built to out-dare the Sun, as you ſuppoſe, 5 
Where your unworthy Kings lye rak'd in Aſhes, 
Are Monuments fit for him? No, Brood of Nelus, 
Nothing can cover his high Fame, but Heav'n; - 
No Pyramids ſet off his Memories, 
But the eternal ſubſtance of his Greatneſs, 
To which I leave him; take the Head away, 
And, with the Body, give it noble Burial; 


Your 
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This Godlike virtuous Man, as People held him; 
But what Fool dare be Friend to flying Virtue ? 
Enter Cæſar, Anthony, Dolabella and Sceva. 
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Give me the Head, and be you Confident : 
Hail Conqueror, and Head of all the World, 
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W hat thou wou dſt once have given for it, all Ægypt. 
Acho. Nor do not queſtion it, moſt Royal Conqueror, 


Nor diſeſteem the Benefit that meets thee, 
Becauſe tis eaſily got, it comes the ſafer: 
Vet let me tell thee, moſt imperious Cæſar, 


Though he oppos'd no ſtrength of Swords to win this, 
Nor labour d through no ſhowers of Darts, an] Lances; 


Vet here he found a Fort, that fac'd him ſtrongly, 
An inward War: He was his Grandſire's Gueit; 
Friend to his Father, and when he was expell'd 
And beaten from this Kingdom by ſtrong hand, 


And had none left him to reſtore his Honour, 


No hope to find a Friend; in ſuch a miſery, 
Then in ſtept Pompey; took his feeble Fortune, 


Strengthen'd, and cheriſh'd it, and ſet it right again; 


This was a love to Ceſar, 

 Sce. Give me Hate, Gods. a | 
Pho. This Cæſar may account a little wicked; 

But yet remember, if thins own Hands, Conqueror, 
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Had fallen upon him, what it had been then? (way! 
If thine own Sword had touch'd his Throat, hat that 
He was thy Son- in- aw, there to be tainted whe 
Had been molt terrible: Let the worſt be render'd, 
We have deſerv'd for keeping thy Hands innocent. 

Ceſ. Oh Sceva, Sceva, ſee that Head: See Captains, 
The Head of godlike Pompey. as 

Sce. He was baſely ruin'd, | 
But let the Gods be griev'd that ſuffer'd it, 

And be you, Ceſar ö 
Ceſ. Oh thou Conqueror, | 
Thou Glory of the World once, now the Pity : 
Thou Awe of Nations, wherefore didſt thou fall thus? 
What poor Fate follow'd thee, and pluckt thee on, 
To truſt thy ſacred Life to an Egyptian; 
The life and light of Rome, to a blind Stranger, 
That honourable War ne'er taught a nobleneſs, 
Nor worthy circumſtance ſhew*'d what a Man was, 
That never heard thy Name ſung, but in Banquets; 
And looſe laſcivious Pleaſures? To a Boy, 
That had no Faith to comprehend thy Greatneſs, 
No ſtudy of thy life to know thy Goodneſs; 
And leave thy Nation, nay, thy noble Friend, 
Leave him diſtruſted that in Tears falls with thee; 
In ſoft relenting Tears? Hear me, great Pompey, 
If thy great Spirit can hear, I muſt task thee: 
Thou haſt moſt unnobly robb'd me of my Victory, 
My Love, and Mercy. Es 
Ant. O how brave theſe Tears ſhew ? 
How excellent is Sorrow in an Enemy? 2 

Dol. Glory appears not greater than this Goodneſs, 
Ceſ. Egyptians, dare you think your high Pyramids, 
Built to out-dare the Sun, as you ſuppoſe, ; 
Where your unworthy Kings lye rak'd in Aſhes, 
Are Monuments fit for him? No, Brood of Nilus, 
Nothing can cover his high Fame, but Heav'n; 
No Pyramids ſet off his Memories, 

But the eternal ſubſtance of his Greatneſs, 
To which I leave him; take the Head away, 
And, with the Body, give it noble Burial: 


Your 
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Your Earth ſhall now be bleſs'd to hold a Romay, 


W hoſe Braveries all the World's Earth cannot ballance, 


Se. If thou be'ſt thus loving, I ſhall honour thee z 
But great Men may diſſemble, tis held poſſible, 
And be right glad of what they ſeem to weep for, 
There are ſuch kind of Philoſophers; now do I wonder 
How he would look if Pompey were alive again, 

But how he would ſet his Face? 

Cz2ſ. You look now, King, | 
And you that have been Agents in this Glory, 

For our eſpecial Favour? | 

Prtol. We deſire it. 

Ceſ. And doubtleſs you expect Rewards. 

Ses. Let me give em 
I'll give em ſuch as Nature never dreamt of, 

I'll bear him and his Agents in a Mortar, 
Into one Man, and that one Man [I'll bake then. 

Cæſ. Peace: I forgive you all that's Recompence: 
You are young, and ignorant, that pleads your Pardon, 
And fear it may. be more than Hate provok'd ye; 
Your Miniſters I muſt think wanted judgment, 

And ſo they end: I am bountiful to think this; 
Believe me moſt bountiful: Be you moſt thankful, 
That Bounty ſhare amongſt ye: If l knew _ 
What to ſend you for a Preſent, King of Egypt, 


„ 


I mean a Head of equal Reputation, 
And that you lov'd, tho' it were your brighteſt Siſter's, 
But her you hate, I would not be behind ye. 
P:ol. Hear me, great Ceſar. 

Ceſ. I have heard too much; 
And ſtudy not with ſmooth ſhews to invade _ 

My noble Mind, as you have done my Conqueſt: 
Ye are poor and open: I muſt tell you roundly, 
That Man that could not recompence the Benefits, 
The great and bounteous Services of Pompey, 

Can never doat upon the Name of Cefar ; 
Though I had hated Pompey, and allow'd his Ruin, 
I gave you no Commiſſion to perform it 
- Halty to pleaſe in Blood are ſeldom truſty ; 

And but I ſtand inviron'd with my Victorięs, 


My 
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My Fortune never failing to befriend me, 
My noble Strengths, and Friends about my Perſon, 
I 8durſt not try ye, nor expect a Courteſie, | 
Above the pious Love you ſhew'd' to Pompey. 
You have found me merciful in arguing with ye: 
Swords, Hangers, Fires, Deſtructions of all Natures, 
Deo iſhments of Kingdoms, and whole Ruins, 
Ar wont to be my Orators; turn to Tears, 
You wretched and poor Seeds of Sun-burnt Egypt, 
And now you have found the Nature of a Conqueror, 
That you cannot decline, with all your flatteries, | 
That where the day gives light, will be himſelf ſtill; 
Know how to meet his Worth with human Courteſies: 
Go, and Embalm thoſe Bones of that great Soldier 
Howl round about his Pile, fling on your Spices, 
Make a Sabean Bed, and place this Phenix 
Where the hot Sun may emulate his Virtues, 
And draw another Pompey from his Aſhes 
Divinely great, and fix him *mongſt the Worthies. 
Ptol. We will do all. „ 

Ceſ. You have rob'd him of thoſe Tears 
His Kindred and his Friends kept ſacred for him; 
The Virgins of their Funeral Lamentations; 
And that kind Earth that thought to cover him, 


(His Country's Earth) will cry out 'gainſt your Cruelty, 


And weep unto the Ocean for Revenge, 

Fill Minus raiſe his ſeven Heads, and devour ye: 

/ Grief has ſtopt the reſt: When Pompey liv d 
He us'd you nobly, now he is dead, uſe him fo. [ Ext. 


Ptol. Now where's your Confidence, your Aim, Photinus, 


The Oracles, and fair Favours from the Conqueror, 
You rung into mine Ears? How ſtand I now? 

You ſec the Tempeſt of his ſtern Diſpleaſure, 
The Death of him you urged a Sacrifice 
To ſtop his Rage, preſaging a full Ruin; 

here are your Connie, now ? 

Acho. 1 told ye, Sir, 
And told the truth, what Danger would fly after : 
And though an Enemy, I ſatisfied you 
He was a Roman, and the top of Honour; 
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And howſoever this might pleaſe great Cxſar, 
I told ye, that the foulneſs of his Death 
The Impious baſeneſs ——— 

Pho. Peace, ye are a Fool, 
Men of deep Ends muſt tread as deep Ways to 'em; 
Ceſar 1 know is pleas'd, and for all his Sorrows, 
Which are put on for Forms and meer Diſſemblings, 
I am confident he's glad: To have told ye ſo, 

And thank d ye outwardly, had been too open, 
And taken from the Wiſdom of a Conqueror. 

Be confident, and proud ye have done this Service 
Ye have deferv'd, and ye will find it highly: 
Make bold uſe of this Benefit, and be Fre 
You keep your Sifter, the High-foul'd Cleopatra, 

Both cloſe and ſhort enough, ſhe may not ſee him: 
The reſt, if T may counſel, Sir — 

Prol. Do all, 

For in thy faithful Service reſts my Safety. [Exe. 


SCENE Il. 
Enter Septinius. 


Sep. Here's a ſtrange alteration in the Court; 
Mens Faces are of other Sets and Motions, 

Their Minds of ſubtler Stuff: I paſs by now. 

As though I were a Raſcal, no Man knows me, 

No Eye looks after; as I were a Plague, 

Their Doors ſhur cloſe againſt me, and 1 wondred at 
Becauſe I have done a meritorious Murder (me? 
Becauſe I have pleas'd the Time, does'the Time plague 
1 have known the Day they would have hugg'd me for't: 
For a leſs ſtroke than this, have done me Reverence; 
Open'd their Hearts, and ſecret Cloſets to me, 


, 4 


Their Purſes, and their Pleaſures, and bid me wallow. 


I now perceive the great Thieves eat the leſs, 
And the huge Leviathans of Villany 
Sup up the Merits nay the Men and all 

That do them Service, and ſpout *em out again 
Into the Air, as thin, and unregarded - | 1 
| | | | 45 


WW 
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As drops of Water that are loſt !th* Ocean; 
I was lov'd once for Swearing, and for Drinking, 
And for other principal Qualities that became me : 
Now a fooliſh unthankful Murder has undone me, 
If my Lord Photinus be not merciful; | 
That ſet me on; and he comes, now Fortune. 
5 Enter Photinus. 
Pho. Cæſar's Unthankfulneſs a little ſtirs me, 
A little frets my Blood; take heed, proud Roman, 
Provoke me not, ſtir not mine Anger farther; 
I may find out a way unto thy Life too, 
Though arm'd in all thy Victories, and feize it; 
A Conqueror has a Heart, and I may hit it. 
Dep. May it pleaſe your Lordſhip; 
Pho. O Septinius \ ns 
Sep. Your Lordſhip knows my wrongs. 
Pho. Wrongs ?. | 5 
Sep. Yes, my Lord, | 
How the Captain of the Guard, Achillas, ſights me. 
Pho. Think better of him, he has much befriended thee. 
Shew'd thee much Love in taking the Head from thee : 
The Times are alter'd, Soldier, Ca ſar's angry 
And our deſign to pleaſe him, loſt and periſh'd : 
Be glad thou art unnam'd, tis not worth the owning. 
Yet, that thou may'ſt be uſeful | 
Sep. Yes, my Lord, 
I ſhall be ready. | 
Pho. For I may employ thee 
To take a rub or two out of my way, 
As time ſhall ſerve; ſay that it be a Brother, 
Or a hard Father. | 
Sep. Tis moſt neceſſary, 
A Mother, or a Siſter, or whom you pleaſe, Sir. 
Pho. Or to betray a noble Friend. 
Sep. Tis all one. 
Pho. 1 know thou wilt ſtir for Gold. 
Sep. *Tis all my Motion. | 
Ply. There, take that for thy Service, and fare wel: 
| have greater Buſineſs now. ö 


Sp. 1am till your own, Sir. Phe. 
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Pho. One thing I charge thee; ſeeme no more, Seprinius, | 
Unleſs I ſend. 15 | Exit. a 
Sep. I ſhall obſerve your Hour. 
So, this brings ſomething in the Mouth, ſome ſavour; 
This is the Lord I ſerve, the Power I worſhip, | 
My Friends, Allies; and here lies my Allegiance. 
Let People talk as they pleaſe of my Rudeneſs, * 
And ſhun me for my Deed, bring but this to 'em, | 
Let me be damn'd for Blood, yer ſtill I am honourable: 
This God creates new Tongues, and new Affections; g 
And though I had kill'd my Father, give me Gold, 
I'll make Men ſwear I have done a pious Sacrifice. n 
Now I will out- brave all, make all my Servants, ( 
And my braye Deed ſhall be writ in Wine for Virtuous. 
| [Exir. 


7 


ee 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva. 
Ceſ. Keep ſtrong Guards, and with wary Eyes, my 
There is no truſting to theſe baſe Egyprians: (F riends, 
They thar are falſe to pious Benefits, | 
And make compell'd Neceſſities their Faiths, 
Are Traitors to the Gods. 
Ant. We'll call a- ſhore 
A Legion of the belt. 
 _ - Ceſ. Not a Man, Antony, | 
Thar were to ſhew our Fears, and dim our Greatneſs; 
No, *tis enough, my Name's a-ſhore. 
Sce. Too much too, 
A ſleeping Ceſar is enough to ſhake them; _ 
There are ſome two or three malicious Raſcals 
Train'd up in Villany; beſides that Cerberus, 
That Roman Dog, that lick'd the Blood of Pompey. 
i Dol. Tis ſtrange, a Roman Soldier? 
Sce. You are cozen'd, Th 
There be of us, as of all other Nations, 
Villains and Knaves; 'tis not the Name contains him, 
But the Obedience; when that's once forgotten, 
And Duty flung away, then welcome Devil: 
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Photinus and Achillas, and this Vermine, 
That's now become a natural Crocodile, 
Muſt be with care obſery*d. 

Ant. And'tis well counſell'd, 
No Confidence, nor Truſt Was 

Sce. I'll truſt the Sea firſt, 
When with her hollow Murmurs ſhe invites me, 
And clutches in her Storms, as politick Lions 
Conceal their Claws, I'll truſt the Devil firſt; 
The Rule of 11] VII truſt, before the Doer. 

Caſe. Go to your Reſts, and follow your own W i{:loms, 
And leave me to my Thoughts, pray no more Complement); 
Once more ſtrong Watches. | 


Dol. All ſhall be obſerv'd, Sir. Exit. 


Caſ. I am dull and heavy, yet I cannot ſleep; 
How happy was I, in my lawful Wars 
In Germany, and Gaul, and Britany? 
When every Night with pleaſure I fat down 
What the Day miniſtred? the Sleep came ſweetly. 
But fince I undertook this Home-diviſion, 
This Civil War, and paſs'd the Rubicon, 
What have I done, that ſpeaks an ancient Roman ; 
A good, great Man? 1 have enter'd Rye by force, 
And on her tender Womb, that gave me Life, 
Let my inſulting Soldiers rudely trample ; 
The dear Veins of my Country I have open'd, 
And ſail'd upon the Torrents that flow'd from her, 
The bloody Streams, that in their confluence 
Carry'd before *em thouſand Deſolations: 
T robb'd the Treaſury, and at one gripe 
Snatch'd all the Wealth, ſo many worthy Triumphs 
Plac'd there as ſacred to the Peace of Rome: 
I raz?d Maſfilia in my wanton Anger; 
Petreius and Affrinius J Defeated. | 
Pompey 1 Overthrew ; what did that get me? 
Theſlubber*d name of an authoriz d Fnemy. ¶ Moi ſe within. 
hear ſome Noiſes, they are the Watches, ſure. 
What Friends have I ty'd faſt by theſe Ambitions? - 
Cato, the Lover of his Country's Freedom 
Is paſs'd now into Africk to affront me; 
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Juba, that kill'd my Friend, is up in Arms too: 
The Sons of Pompey are Maſters of the Sea, 
And from the Relicks of their ſcatter d Faction, 
A new Head's ſprung: Say, I defeat all theſe too; 
come home Crown'd an honourable Rebel. 
| ] hear the Noiſe ſtill, and it comes till nearer; 
| 2 Are the Guards faſt? Who waits there? 
Enter Sceva, with a Packet, Cleopatra in it. 
Sce. Are ye awake, Sir? 
| Ceſ. l'th' name of Wonder. 
Sce. Nay, 1 am a Porter, 
A ſtrong one too, or elſe my Sides would crack, Sir; 
An my Sins were as weighty, I ſhould ſcarce walk with 
Ceſ. What haſt thou there? 7795 (em. 
Se. Ask them which ſtay without, 
And brought 1t hitter; your Prefence I deny'd 'em, 
And put 'em by, took up the Load my ſelf; 
They fay 'tis rich, and valu'd at the Kingdom; 
1 y am ſure 'tis heavy; if you like to ſee it, 
| You may, if not, PII give it back. 
| Cef. Stay, Sceda, ED 
IJ would fain ſce it. 
Sce. I'll begin to work then: 
No doubt to flatter ye, they have ſent ye ſomethine 
Of a rich value, Jewels, or ſome Treaſure; ps 
May be a Rogue within, to do a Miſchief. 
I pray yeu ſtand farther off, if there be Villany, 
Better my Danger firſt, he ſhall *ſcape hard too; 
Ha, what art thou? 7 
Cæſ. Stand farther off, good Sceva; 
What Hcavcrly Viſion? Dol wake or ſlumber? 
Farther off that Hand, Friend. 
Sce. What Apparition ? 3 
What Spirit have I rais'd ? ſure 'tis a Woman; 
She looks like one; now ſhe begins to move too; 
A tempting Devil, o' my Life? Go off Ceſar, 
Bleſs thy ſel? off, a Bawd grown in mine old Days? 
= Bawdry acyanc'd upon my Back? *tis noble 
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dir, if you be a Soldier, come no nearer, 
She is ſent to diſpoſſeſs you of your Honour, 
A Spunge, a Spunge, to wipe away your Victories : | 
And ſhe would be cool'd, Sir, let the Soldiers trim her; 
They'll give her that ſhe came for, and diſpatch her; 
Be Loyal to your ſelf: Thou damned Woman, 
Do'ſt thou come hither with thy flouriſhes, 
Thy flaunts, and faces, to abuſe Mens Manners? 
And am I made the Inſtrument of Bawdry ? 
FI! find a Lover for ye, one ſhall hugg ye. 

Ceſ. Hold, on thy Life, and be more temperate, 
Thou Beaſt. 

Sce. Thou Beaſt? 

Ceſ. Could'ſt thou be ſo Inhuman, 
So far from noble Man, to draw thy weapon 
Upon a thing Divine? 

Sce. Divine, or Human, 
They are never better pleas'd, nor more at Heart's-eaſc, 
Than when we draw with full intent upon 'em. 

Ceſ. Move this way, Lady, 
Pray ye let me ſpeak to ye, 

Sce. And Woman, you had beſt ſtand. 

Ceſ. By the Gods, 
But that I ſee her here, and hope her Mortal, 
I ſhould imagine ſome Celeſtial Sweetneſs, 
The Treaſure of ſoft Love. 

Sce. Oh, this ſounds mangily, 
Poorly, and ſcurvily in a Soldier's Mouth ; _ 
You had beſt be troubled with the Tooth-ach too: 
For Lovers ever are, and let your Noſe drop, 
That your celeſtial Beauty may befriend ye. 
At theſe Years do you learn to be fantaſtical? 
After ſo many bloody Fields, a Fool? 
dhe brings her Bed along too, ſhe'll loſe no time, 
Carry's her Litter to lye ſoft, do you ſee that? 
Invites ye like a Gameſter, note that Impudenee : 
For ſhame reflect upon your Self, your Honour, 
Look back into your noble Parts, and bluth 
Let not the dear Sweat of the hot Pharſalia, 
Mingle with baſe Embraces; am I he 
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That have receiv'd ſo many wounds for Ceſar ? 
Upon my Target, groves of Darts ſtill growing ? 
Have TI endur'd all Hungers, Colds, Diſtreſſes, 
And as I had been bread that Iron that arm'd me, 
Stood out all Weathers, now ro curſe my Fortune? 
To ban the Blood I loſt for ſuch a General? 
Cæſ. Off-nd no more, be gone. 
Sce. I will, and leave ye, 
Leave ye to Womens Wars, that will proclaim ye: 
You'll conquer Rome now, and the Capitol, 
With Fans and Looking-glaſſes; farewel, Ceſar. 
Cle. Now I am private, Sir, I dare ſpeak to ye; 
But thus low firſt, for as a God I honour ye. 
Sce. Lower you'll be anon. 
Ce. Away. | 
Sce. And privater, ST 
For that you covet all. | Exit. 
| Ceſ. Tempt me no farther. 
Cle. Contemn me not, becauſe I know thus, Ceſar, 
1 am a Queen, and Co-heir to this Country, 
The Siſter to the mighty Prolomy), 
Yet one Diſtreſs'd, that flies unto thy Juſtice, 
One that lays ſacred hold on thy Protection, 
As on a holy Altar, to preſerve me. 
Go Speak, Queen of Beauty, and ſtand up. 
Cle. I dare not, | 
Till I have found that Favour in thine Eyes, 
That godlike great Humanity to help me, 
Thus, to thy Knees muſt I grow, ſacred Cæſar; 
And if it be not in thy Will to right me, 
And raiſe me like a Queen from my ſad Ruins; 
If theſe ſoft Tears cannot fink to thy Pity, 
And waken with their Murmurs thy Compaſſions; 
Vet for thy Noblenels, ior Virtues fake, 
And if thou be'ſt a Man, for deſpis'd Beauty, 
For honourable Conqueſt, which thou dot'ſt on; 
Ler not thoſe Cankers of this flouriſhing Kingdom, 
pPphotinus and Achillas, the one an Eunuch, 
The other a baſe Bondman, thus raign c'er me, 
Seize my Inheritance, and Icave my Brother 
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Nothing of what he ſhould be, but the Title: 
As thou art Wonder of the World. 
cCaſ. Stand up then 
And be a Queen, this Hand ſhall give it to ye, 
Or chuſe a greater Name, worthy my Bounty : 
A common Love makes Queens: Chuſe to be worſhipp'd, 
To be div inely great, and I dare promiſe it: 
A Suitor of your ſort, and bleſſed Sweetneſs, 
That hath adventur'd thus to ſee great Ceſar, 
Muſt never be deny'd; you have found a Patron 
That dare not in this private Honour, ſuffer 
So great a blemiſh to the Heav'n of Beauty: 
The God of Love wou'd clap his angry Wings, 
And from his ſinging Bow let flye theſe Arrows, 
Headed with burning Griefs, and pining Sorrows, * 
Should I neglect your Cauſe, would make me monttrous, 
To whom and to your Service I devote me. 
Enter Sceya. | 
Cle. He is my Conqueſt now, and ſo I'll work him; 
The Conqueror of the World will I lead captive. 
He. Still with this Woman? tilting {till with Babies? 
As you are honeſt, think the Enemy, | 
Some valiant Foe indeed, now charging on ye, 
Ready to break your Ranks, and fling theſe 
Ceſ. Hear me, | 
But tell me true, if thou hadſt ſuch a Treaſure, 
And as thou art a Soldier, do not flatter me, 
Such a bright Ggn, brought to thee, woulſt thou not 
Moſt greedily accept? 
Sce. Not as an Emperor, 
A Man that firſt wou d rule himſelf, then others; 
As a poor hungry Soldier, I might bite, Sir, 
Yet that's a weakneſs too: Hear me, thou Tempter; 
And hear thou Ceſar too, for it concerns thee, 
And if thy Fleſh be deaf, yer let thine Honour, 
The Soul of a Commander, give Ear to me, 
Thou wanton bane of War, thou gilded Lethargy, 
In whoſe Embraces, Eaſe, the ruit of Arms, 
And Pleaſure, that makes Soldiers poor, inhabits. 
Ceſ.: Fy, thou blaſphem'ſt. | 
N 8 . | 1 3 de- 
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Scse. I do, when ſhe is a Goddeſs, 
Thou melter of ſtrong Minds, dar'ſt thou preſume 
Io imother all his Triumphs, with thy Vanities, 
And tye him, like a Slave, to thy proud Beauties? 
To thy imperious Looks? that Kings have follow'd 
Proud of their Chains? have waited on? I ſhame, Sir. [ Er. 
. Caf. Alas thou art rather mad: Take thy reſt, Sceva, 
Thy Duty makes thee err, but I forgive-thee: 

- Go, go, I ſay, ſhew me no Diſobcdience : | 
'Tis well, farewel, the Day will break, dear Lady, 
My Soldiers will come in; pleaſe you retire, 

And think upon your Servant ? 
Cle. Pray you, Sir, know me, 
„ And what lamm. | 
cCæſ The greater, I more love ye, 
And you muſt know me too. 
Cle. So far as Modeſty, 
And Majeſty gives leave, Sir; ye are too violent. 
Ceſ. You are too cold to my Deſires. 
Cle. Swear tome, | 
And by your ſelf, for I hold that Oath ſacred, 
You will right me as a Queen 
Caſ. Theſe Lips be witneſs, 
And if I break that Oath- = 
Cle You make me bluſh, Sir, 
And in that Bluſh interpet me. 
Cef. will do; He 
Come let's go in, and bluſh again : This one Word, 
Fou ſhall believe. „ F 


Cle. 1 muſt, you are a Conqueror, IeEreun. 
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Enter Ptolomy, and Photinus. | 
Pho. GY Sir; but hear. 


28 Pol. No more, you have undone me, 
That that I hourly fear'd is faln upon me, 
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And heavily, and deadly. 
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Pho, Hear a Remedy. 

Prol. A Remedy, now the Difeaſe is ulce rous, 
And has infected all? Your ſecure Negligence 
Has broke through all the hopes! have, and ruin'd me: 
My Sifter is with Cæſar, in his Chamber, 

All Night ſhe hasbeen with him; and no doubt 
Much to her Honour. 
Pho. Would that were the worſt, Sir, 
That will repair it ſelf: But I fear mainly, 
She has made her Peace with Ceſar. 
Prol. Tis moſt likely, 


And what am I then? 


Pho. *Plague upon that Raſeal 
Apollodorus, under whoſe Command, 
Under whoſe Eye— 

Racer Achillas. 


Ptol. Curſe on you. all, ye are Wretches. 
Pho. "Twas providently dons, Achillas. 
Achil. Pardon me. (watchful. 
Pho. Your Guards were rarely id, and wondrous 
Acbil. I could not help it, if my Life had lain for't, 

Alas, who would ſuſpect a pack of Bedding, | 

Or a ſmall Truſs of houſhould Furniture, 

And, as they ſaid, for Ceſar's uſe? Or who durſt, 

Being for his "ies Chamber, ſcek to ſtop it? 

I was abus'd. 


Enter Achoreus. 
Acho. Tis no hour now for Anger, 
No Wiſdom to debate with fruitleſs Choler ; 3 
Let us conſider timely what we muſt do, 
Since ſhe is flown to his Protection, 
From whom we have no pow'r to ſever her, 
Nor force Conditions- — 


Prol. Speak, good Achoreus. 3 
Acho. Let indirect and crooked Counſels vaniſh, 


And ftraight and fair Directions — 
Pho. Speak your Mind, Sir. 
Acbo. Let us chuſe Cæſar, and endear him to us, 

An Arbitrator in all Differences, | 

 Betwixt you, and your Siſter ; this is fe now, 

| L 4 And 
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And will ſhew off, moſt honourable. 
' . ."Pbo. Baſe, 


Moſt baſe and poor; a ſervile, cold Submiſſion: (lors ; 
Hear me, and pluck your Hearts up, like ſtout Counſel- 
Since we are ſenſible this Cæſar loads us, 


And have begun our Fortune, with great Pompey; ; 
Be of my Mind. 


 Acho. *Tis moſt uncomely 3 
And if I ſay moſt bloodily, 1 lye not: | 
The Law of Hoſpitality it poiſons, 
And calls the Gods in queſtion that dwell i in us: 
Be wiſe, O King. 
Pol. I will be: Go my Counſellor, 
To Cæſar go, and do my humble Service: 
To my fair Siſter my Commends negotiate, 
And here I ratifie what e er thou treat'ſt on. 
Acho. Crown'd with fair Peace, I go. Eri. | 
Ptol. My Love go with thee, | : N 
And from my Love go you, you cruel Viper: 


You ſhall know now I am no Ward, Photinus. Exit. 
« Pbo. This for our Service? 


Princes do their Pleaſures, 

And they that ſerve obey i in all Pi eres; | 
The loweſt we can fall to, is our Graves, 

'There we ſhall know no difference: Heark Acbillas, 


I may do ſomething yet, when Times are ripe, 
To tell this rare unthankful King. 
Achil. Photinus, 


What &er it be I ſhall make one, and zealouſiy: 


For better die attempting ſomething nobly, 
Than fall diſgrac'd. 


bo. Thou lov'ſt me, and I thank thee. Ereum 
8 C R. N . 


Eurer Antony, Dolabella, and Sceva- 


Dol. Nay there's no rowſing him: He is bewitched ſure, 
His noble Blood crudled, and cold within him; ; 
_ Grown now a Woman's Warrior. 


Sce. And a tall one: 
Studies her Fortifieations, and her Breaches, 
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And how he may advance his Ram to batter 
The Bulwork of her Chaſtity. | 
Ant. Be not too angry, Ws 
For by this Light, the Woman's a rare Woman, 
A Lady of that catching Youth and Beauty, 
That unmatch'd Sweetneſs- 
Dol. But why ſhould he be fool'd ſo? 
Let her be what ſhe will, why ſhould his Wiſdom, 
His Age, and Honour-------- 9 7 
Ant. Say it were your own Caſe, 
Or mine, or any Man's, that has heat in him: 
"Tis true at this time when he has no promiſe 
Of more ſecurity than his Sword can cut through, 
I do not hold it ſo difcreet : But a good Face, Gentleman, 
And Eyes that are the winning'ſt Orators 
A Youth that opens like perpetual Spring, 
And to all theſe, a Tongue that can deliver 
The Oracles of Love | 
Scoce. I wou'd you had her, 
Withall her Oracles, and Miracles; 
She were fitter for your turn. 
Ant. Wou'd I had, Sceva, | 
With all her Faults too; Let me alone to mend 'em, 
O* that Condition I made thee mine Heir. (Harlots. 
Sce. I had rather have your black Horſe, then your 
Dol. Czfar writes Sonnets now, the ſound of War 
Is grown too boyſtrous for his Mouth: He fighs too. 
Sce. And learns to fiddle moſt Melodiouſly, 
And ſings, 'twou'd make your Ears prick up, to hear him, 
Shortly {he'll make him ſpin; and 'tis thought (Gent. 
He will prove an admirable maker of Bonelace, 
And what a rare Gift will that be in a General? 
Ant. 1 wou'd he cou'd abſtain. 
dee. She is a Witch ſure, 
And works upon him with ſome damn'd Inchantment. 
Dol. How cunning ſhe will carry her Behaviours, 
And ſer her Countenance in a thouſand Poſtures, 


To catch her Ends? _ 
.. Sce. She will be ſick, well, ſullen, 
Merry, coy, over-joy'd, and {cem to die, 
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All in one half an hour, to make an Aſs of him; 
I make no doubt ſhe will be Drunk too, damnably, 
And in her Drink will fight, then ſhe fits him. 
Aut. That thou ſnould'ſt bring her in? 
Sce. Twas my blind Fortune; 
My Soldiers told me, by the wait twas wicked: 
Would had carried Ailos Bull a Furlong, 
When I brought in this Cow-calt: He hasadvanc'd me, 
From an old Soldier, to a Bawd of Memory : 
O, that the Sons of Pompey were behind him, 
The honour'd Cato, and fierce Fuba with em, (him; 
That they might whip him from his Whore, and rowze 
That their fierce Trumpets, from his wanton Trances 
Might ſhake him, like an Earthquake. 
b Enter Se ptinius. 
Ant. What's this Fellow ? (Cloaths. 
Dol. Why a brave Fellow, if we judge Men by their 
Ant. By my faith he is brave indeed: He's no Commander. 
Sce Ves, he has a Roman Face, he has been at fair Wars, 
And plenteous too, and rich, his Trapp ings ſhew it. 
Sep. "And they willnotknow me now, they Il never know 
Who dare bluſh now at my acquaintance? Ha? (me, 
Am I not totally a Span-new Gallant 1 
Fit for the choiceſt Eyes? Have I not Gold? 
The friendſhip of the World? if they ſhun me now, 
Though I were the arranteſt Rogue, as I am well forward, 
Mine own Curſe and the Devil's too light on me. 
Ant. Is't not Seprinius? 
Cee. Ves, | 
Doi. He that kill d ney? Rh mah ( Raſcal 
Sce. The fame Dog, Scab; that gilded Botch, that 
Dol. How glorious Villany appears in Fgypr? 
; Sep. Gallants, and Soldiers; ſure they do admire me. 
Sce. Stand further off, thou ſtink 't 
+ Sep. A likely matter: | 
They Cloaths ſmell muſtily, do they not, Gallants? 
ſtink, they ſtink, alas poorthings, e 
By all yal the Gods in FX yt, the Perfumes 
That went to trimming theſe Cloaths, coſt me — — 
Ke. Thou ſtink'ft ill, | ; ak 
PPP, 


* 
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Sep. The powdring of this Head too . 
Sce. If chou haſt it, 
PII tell thee all the Gums in ſweet Arabia 
Are not ſufficient, were they burnt about thee, 
To purge the {cent of a rank Raſcal from thee. 
Ant. | im li him now: Fie, how the Knave perfumes 
ow ftrong he ſents of Traitor? (him, 
Dol. You had an ill Milliner, 3 
He laid too much of the Gum of Ingratitude 1 
Upon your Coat, you ſhould have waſh'd off that, Sir; 
Fie how it choaks; too little of your Loyalty, 
Vour Honeſty, your Faith, that are pure Ambers; 
I ſmell the roticn ſmell of a hired Coward, 
A dead Dog is ſweeter. . 
Sep. Ye are merry Gentlemen, 
And by my Troth, ſuch harmleſs Mirth takes me too, 
You tbe like good blunt Soldiers; and 'tis well e- 
But did you live at Court, as I do, Gallants, (nough : 
You would r:fine, and learn an apter Language; 
I have done ye ſimple Service on your Pompey, 
Lou might Have look'd him yet this brace of twelve 
And hunted after him, like founder'd Beagles, (Months 
Had not this fortunate Hand 
Ant. He brags on't too: 3 
By the good Gods, rejoyces in't; thou Wretch, 
Thou moſt contemptible Slave. 
Sce. Dog, mangy Mongrel,  _ | 
Thou murdring Miſchief, in the Shape of Soldier 
To make all Soldiers hateful z thou Diſeaſe, 
That nothing but the Gallows can give eaſe to. 
Dol. Thou art ſo impudent, that I admire thee, 
And know not what to ſay. 18 ; 
Hep. I know your Anger, | (ly, 
And why you prate thus: I have found your Melanchol- 
Ye all want Mony, and you are liberal Captains, 
And in this want will talk a little deſperately: :- 
Here's Gold, come ſhare; I love a brave Commander: 


| And be not peeviſh, do as Ceſar does: 8 
He's merry with his Wench now. be you Jovial, | 
And let's all Laugh and Drink: Would ye have . 


4 5 


21188 The Falſe One. 


I do conſider all your Wants, and weigh 'em; 
He has the Miſtreſs, you ſhall have the Maids, 
_ PII bring em to ye, to your Arms. # 

Ant. I bluſh, 5 
All over me, I bluſh, and ſwear to hear him: 
Upon my Conſcience, if my Arms were on now (ing. 
Through them 1 ſhould bluſh too: Pray ye let's be walk- 

Sce. Ves, yes: But e' er we go, Þ'll leave this Leſſon, 
And let him ſtudy it: Firſt Rogue, then Pander, 

Next Devil that will be; get thee from Mens Preſence, 
And where the Name of Soldier has been heard of 
Be ſure thou live not: To ſome hungry Deſart, 
WMhere thou canſt meet with nothing but thy Conſcience, 
And that in all the Shapes of all thy Villanies, 
Attend thee ſtill, where brute Beaſts will abhor thee, 
And even the Sun will ſhame to give thee Light, 
Co hide thy Head: Or, if thou think'ſt it fitter, 
Go hang thy ſelf. 

Dol. Hark to that Clauſe. 


\ 


HSce. And that ſpeedily, 


That Nature may be eav'd of ſuch a Monſter. [ Exe, 

Sep. Yet all this moves not me, nor reflects on me: 
I keep my God ſtill, and my Confidence. ? 
Their want of breeding makes theſe Fellows murmur ; 
Rude Valours, ſo I let *em paſs; rude Honours : 
There is a Wench yet, that I know affects me, 
And company for a King: A young plump Villain, 
That when ſhe ſees this Gold, ſhe'll leap upon me. 

g Enter Eros. 5 
And here ſhe comes: I am ſure of her at Midnight; 
My pretty Eros welcome. 

Eros. I have buſineſs. 

Sep. Above my Love, thou canſt not. 
- Eros. Yes indeed Sir, 


Far, far above. . 


Sep. Why, why ſo coy? Pray ye tell me; 
Me are alone. „ „ * 
Eros. lam much aſham'd we are ſo. Petticoat, 
Sep. You want a new Gown now, and a handſome 

A Scarf, and ſome odd Toys: I have Gold here _ 
= a | | ou 


L 
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Thou ſhalt have any thing. 
Eros. I want your abſence: 
Keep on your way, I care not for your Company, 
Sep. How? How? You are very ſhort: Do you know 
And what I have been to ye? (me, Eros? 
Eros. Yes, I know ye: A 
And I hope I ſhall forget ye: Whilſt you were honeſt 
I lov'd ye too. : 
Sep. Honeſt? Come prethee kiſs me. 
Eros. I kiſs no Knaves, no Murderers, no Beaſts, 
No baſe Betrayers of thoſe Men that fed 'em, 
I hate their looks; and though I may be wanton, 
I ſcorn to nouriſh it with Blood purchaſe, 
Purchaſe fo foully got; I pray ye unhand me, 
I had rather touch the Plague, than one unworthy ;.,..,. 
Go ſeek ſome Miſtreſs that a Horſe may marry, + 
And keep her company, ſheis too good for ye. ¶ Exit. 
Sep. Marry this goes near; now I perceive I am hateful, 
Whenthis light ſtuffs candiſtinguith, it grows dangerous, 
For Mony ſeldom they refuſe a Leaper: 8 
But ſure I am more odious, more diſcas'd too : 
Enter three lame Soldiers. 7 
It fits. cold here. What are theſe? Three poor Soldiers? 
Both Poor and Lame: Their Miſery may make em 
A little look upon me, and adore me; 
If theſe will keep me Company, I am made yet. 
1 ol. The Pleaſure Ceſar ſleeps in makes us miſerable, 
We are forgot, our Maims and Dangers laugh'd at; 
He Banquets, and we Beg. 
2 Hol. He was not wont | 
To let poor Soldiers, that have ſpent their Fortunes, 
Their Bloods, and Limbs, walk up and down like Vaga- 
S_— (help ye: 
Sep. Save ye good Soldiers: Good poor Men, Heay'n 
Lou have born the brunt of War, and ſhew the Story. 
1 Sol. Some new Commander ſure. 
Sep. You look, my good Friends, 
By your thin Faces, as you would be Suitors. 
2 Hol. To Ceſar, for our means, Sir. 


Sep. And *tis fit, Sir. 
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3 Sol. We are poor Men, and long forgot. 
Sep. I grieve for it: 
Good Soldiers ſhould have good Rewards, and Favours, 

III give up your Petitions, for | pity ye, 

Aud freely ſpeak to Ceſar. 

All. O we honour ye. 

1 Sol. Agood Man ſure ye are: The Gods DTT ye. 
Sep. And to relieve your wants the while, hold Soldiers; 
Nay 'tis no Dream: * Tis good Gold: Take it freely, 
Twill keep you in good Heart. 

2 Sol. Now Goodneſs quit ye. 

oy. Filbe a Friend to your "AMictions, 
And eat, and drink with ye too, andwe'll be merry; 
And every Day ll ſee ye. 

1 Sol. You are a Soldier, 
And one ſent from the Gods, I think. 

Sep. I'll cloath ye, 
Yeare Lame; and then provide good Lodging for ye: 
Any at my Table, where no want {hall meer ye. 

Enter Sceva. 

Il. W as never ſuch a Man. 

1 Sol. Dear honoyz'd Sir, 

Let us but know your Name, that we may worthip ye. 

x So]. That we may ever thank. 

Sep. Why, call me any thing, 

No matter for my Name, that may betray me. 

Sce. A cunning Thief, call him Septinius, Soldiers, 
The Villain that kill'd "Pompey. 

All. How? _ 

Sce Call him the ſname of Mes Exit. 

1 $94. O that this Mony, 

Were wei ght enough to break thy Brains out: 3 all: 
And fling © our Curſe es next; let them be mortal. 

Out bloody Wolf, doſt thou come gilded over, 
And painted with thy Charities, to poiſon us? 

2 Sol. I know him now: May never Father own thee, 
But as a monſtrous Birth ſhun thy baſe Memory: 
And if thou hadſt a Mother, as I cannot . 
Pelieve thou wert a natural Burden, let her Womb 
Be curſed of Women for a bed of Vipers. 5 


3 Sol. 
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3 Sol. Methinks the Ground ſhakes to devour this 
Raſcal, | | i 
And the kind Air turns into Fogs, and Vapours 
The infectious Miſts, to Crown his Villames 
Thou maiſt go wander, like a thing Heav'n hated. 
1 Sol. And valiant Minds hold poi ſonous to remember; 
The Hangman will not keep thee Company, 
He has an honourable Houle to thine 
No, not a Thief, though thou coud'ſt fave his Life for't, 
Will eat thy Bread, nor one, for Thirſt ſtarv'd, drink 
with thee. _ | | 
2 Sol. Thou art no Company for an honeſt Dog, 
And to we'll leave thee to a Ditch, thy Deſtiny. Exeunt. 
Sep. Contern'd of all? And kick d too? Now] find it; 
My Valour's fled too, with mine Honeſty, ' 
For ſince I would be Knave, I muſt be Coward: 
This *tisto be a Traitor, and Betrayer | 
What a Deformity dwells round about me? 
How monſtrous ſhews that Man, that is ungrateful? 
I am afraid the very Beaſts will tear me, 
Inſpir'd with what I havedone: The Winds will blaſt me. 
Now I am paid, and my Reward dwells in me, 
The wages of my Fact, my Soul's oppreſt : 
Honeſt and noble Minds, you find moſt Reft. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus, Photinus, and Achillas. 


Pol. J have commanded, and it ſhallbe fo, 
A Preparation I have ſet o' foot, 


Worthy the Friendſhip and the F ame of Ceſar, 
My Siſter's Favours ſhall ſeem poor and wither'd, 
Nay ſhe her ſelf, trim'd up in all her Beauties, 


Exit. 


Compar'd to what I'll take his Eyes withal, 
Shall be a Dream. „ 

Pho. Do you mean to ſhew the Glory, 
And Wealth of Ag yt? 8 


Ptol. Ves; and in that Luſtre, | 


Rome ſhall appear, in all her famous Conqueſts, 
And all her Riches, of no Note unto it. 


Acbo. 
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Acbo. Now you are reconcil'd to your fair Siſtes, 
Take heed, Sir, how you ſtep into oliver, 4 5 
A Danger of this Precipice: But note, Sir, 

For what Nome ever rais'd her mighty Armies? 

Firſt for Ambition; then for Wealth: Tis madneſc. 

Nay more, a ſecure Impotence, to tempt- ; 

Anarmed Gueſt: Feed not an Eye that conquers, 

Nor teach a fortunate Sword the way to be covetous. 
Prol. Ve judge amiſs, and far too wide to alter me; 

Vet all be ready, as I gave direction: 

The ſecret way of all our Wealth appearing 

Newly, and handſomely; and all about it: 

No more difſuading : Tis my Will. 
 Acho. I grieve fort. od 
Prol. I will dazle Ceſar with exceſs of Glory, 

Pho. 1 fear you'll curſe your Will; we muſt obey ye. Ex. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Cæſar, Antony, Dollabella, and Sceva above. 


Ceſ. I wonder at the Glory of this Kingdom, 
And the moſt bounteous Preparation 
Still as I paſs, they Court me with. 
Kce. I'll tell ye: | 
In Gaul and Germany, we ſaw ſuch Viſions, 
And ſtood not to admire 'em, but poſleſs em. 
When they are ours, they are worth our Admiration. 
TR Enter Cleopatra. | 
Ant. The young Queen comes: Give room- 
Cæſ. Welcome, my deareſt,” 
Come bleſs my ſide. 5 
Sce. Ay marry: Here's a wonder, 
As ſhe appears now, I am no true Soldier, 
If I be not readieſt to recant. 
Cle. Be merry, Sir, 3 
My Brother will be proud to do you Honour, 
That now appears himſelf. ww 
__ - EnterPtolomy, Achoreus, Achillas, Photinus, 
and Apollodorus. _ 
Ptol. Hail to great Ceſar, + ©» ESE 
My Royal Gueſt, firſt | will feaſt thine Eyes With 
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With wenthy e's Re, and then thy Palate, 
And wait my felt upon thee. reaſure bro „ 
Cæſ. What rich — : N . 
What Mines of Treaſure? richer ſtill? 
Cle. My Ca ſar. (to ye. 
W hat do you admire? pray ye turn, and let me talk 
Have me forgot me, Sir? how, a new Object? | 
Am I grown old o'th' ſudden? Ceſar? 1 0 
Cæſ. Tell me 3 
From whence comes all this Wealth? n 
Cle. Is your Eye that way? ! 
And all my Beauties baniſht ? 
Prol. PII tell thee, Ceſar, | 
We owe for all this Wealth to the old Nylus - 
We need no dropping Rain to chcer the Husbandmayn, 
Nor Merchant that ploughs up the Sea, to ſeek us; 
Within che wealthy Womb of reverend Nylzs, 
All this is nouriſhed : Who, to do thee Honour, 
Comes to diſcover his ſeven Deities, 
His conceal'd Heads, unto thee: See with pleaſure, 
Cæſ. The matchleſs Wealth of this Land! 
Cle. Come, ye ſhall hear. 
(. Away: Let me imagine. 
Cle. How? frown on me? 
The Eyes of Ceſar wrapt in Storms ! 
Ceſ. I am ſorry : 
But let me think ———— 


MUSIC E, and SONG. 
Enter Iſis, and three Labourers, 
Iſis, the Goddeſs of this Land, 


Bids thee, great Cæſar, underſtand | 
Aud mark dur Cuſtoms, and firſt know, . 
With greedy Eyes theſe waich the Fliw 
Of plenteous Nylus; when he comes, 
With Songs, with Dances, Timbrels, Drums, 
T hey entertain him; cut his way, 
And give his proud Heads leave to play: 
Nylus himſelf ſhall rife, and ſhow 
His matchleſs Wealth in Querfiow. | 
Vo. III. J 
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L.abourert SON G, 


Come let us we the Reverend Ny le, 
He's very old, alas the while ; 
Let us dig bim eaſie ways, 
And prepare a thouſand Plays: 
To delight his Streams let's fing, 
A loud welcome to our Spring. 
This way let bis curling Heads 
Fall into our new-made Beds, 
This way let his wanton Spawns 
Frisk, and glide it oer the Lawns. 
This way Profit comes, and Gain : 
How be tumbles here amain 2 
How bis Waters haſte tu fall 
Into our Channels? Labanr al 
And let bim tm: Let Nylus flow, 
And perpetual Plenty ſhow. 
With Incenſe let us bleſs rhe Brim, 
And as the wanton Fiſhes ſwim, 
Let us Gums aud Garlauds fling, 
And loud our Timbrels ring. 
Come, old Father, \come away, 
Our Labour is our Holy-day. 


Iſis. Here comes the aged River now 

. With Garlands of great Pearl, bis Brow 
Begirt and rounded: In his Flow, 
All things take life; aud all things grom. 
A thouſand wealthy Treaſures ſtill, 

To do him Service at his will, 

Follow bis riſing Flood, and pour 
Perpetual Bleſſings in our Store. 

Hear him; and next there will advance, 
His ſacred Heads to tread a Nance, 
In bonour of my Royal Gueſt: :! 
Mark them too; and you bave a Feaſt. 


Cle. A little Droſs betray me? 


Cæſ. Tam aſham'd I warr'd at home, my Friends, 


When ſuch Wealth may be got abroad: What Honour, 


Nay 
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Na everlaſting Glory had Rowe purchas'd, 
Had ſhe a juſt Cauſe but to viſit Agypr ? 


Nylus 8 ON G, and Dance. 


. Make room for my rich Waters fall, 
£20 :: 7 :, Atta vets wy Flood, 
Nylus comes flowing, to you all 
1 Encreaſe and good. 
Now the Plants and Flow'rs ſhall ſpring, 
And the merry Plough-man ſing. 
In my hidden Waves T bring, 
Bread, and Wine, and every thing. 
Let the Damſels ſing me in: 
Sing aloud that I may riſe : 
Tour holy Feaſts and hours begin, | 
And each Hand bring a Sacrifice. 
Now my wanton Pearls I ſhow, 
That. tu Ladies fair Necks grow. 
Mm my Gold 
And Treaſures that can ne er be told, 
Shall bleſs this Land, by my rich Flow, 
And after this, to crown your Eyes, 
My hidden holy Head ariſe. 


Cæſ. The wonder of this Wealth ſo troubles me, 
I am not well: Good-night. 
Sce.-I am glad ye have it: 
Now we ſhall ſtir again. | 
Pol. Thou Wealth, ſtill haunt him. 
Sce. A greedy Spirit ſet thee on: We are happy. 
Prol. Lights, lights for Ceſar, and Atrendance, 
Cle. Well, 
I ſhall yet find a time to tell thee, Cæſar, 
Thou haſt wrong'd her Love; the reſt here. 
Prol. Lights along till : 2 2 
Muſick, and Sacrifice to ſleep for Ceſar. Exeunt. 
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ACI W. SCENE- I. 
Enter Ptolomy, Phorinus, Achillas, and Achoreus. 
Acbo. I Told ye carefully, what this wou'd pr 
I W hat this ineſtimable Wealth and 7 4 8 


Wou'd draw upon ye: I advis'd your Majeſty 
Never to tempt a Conquering Gueſt, nor add 


A Bait, to catch a Mind, bent by his Trade 


To make the whole World his. 
Pho. I was not heard, Sir : AY, 
Or what I ſaid, loſt, and contemn'd: I dare ſay, 


And freſhly now, 'twas a poor weaknels in ye, 


A glorious Childiſhneſs: 1 watch'd his Eye, 

And ſaw how Faulcon-like it rowr'd, and flew 

Upon the wealthy Quarry: How round it mark'd it- 
I obſerv*d his words, and to what it tended ; 3 


How greedily he ask'd from whence it came, 
And what Commerce we held for ſuch abundance: _ 


The ſhew of Mus, how he labour'd at 
To find the ſecret Ways : The Song deliver'd, 

Acho. He never ſmil'd, I noted, at the Pleaſures, 
But fixt his conſtant Eyes upon the Treaſure; 
1 do not think his Ears had ſo much leiſure, 


After the Wealth appear'd, to hear the Muſick? _ 
' Moſt ſure he has not flept ſince, his Mind's troubled 


With Objects they wou'd make their own ſtill labour. 
Pho. Your Siſter he ne*er gaz'd on; that's a main Note: 


The prime Beauty of the World had no pow'r over him. 


Acho. Where was his Mind the whilſt? _ 
Pho. Where was your carefulneſs, 


To ſhew an arm'd Thief the way to rob ye? 


Us 


Tad ye been train'd up in the Wants and Miſcries 


Nay, wou'd you give him this, twill excite him 
To ſeck the reſt. Ambition feels no gift, (lx. 
Nor knows no Bounds; indeed ye have done moſt weak- 
Prol. Can I be too kind to, my noble Friend? 
Phy. To be unkind unto your noble ſelf, but ſavours 
Of Indiſcretion, and your F riend has found = 


A 
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A Soldier marches through, and known his Temperance 
In offer'd Courteſies, you wou'd have made | 
A wiſer Maſter of your own, and ſtronger. 

Pol. Why, ſhou'd I give him all, he wou'd return it: 
*Tis more to him, to make Kings. : 

Pho. Pray thee be wiſer, 
And truſt not with your loſt Wealth, your lov'd Liberty; 
To be a King {till at your own Diſcretion, 

Is like a King; to be at his, a Vaſſal. 
Now take good Counſel, or no more take to ye 
The freedom of a Prince. i 8 
Acbil. Twill be too late elſe: | 
For, fince the Maſque, he ſent three of his Captains, 
Ambitious as himſelf, to view again | . 
The glory of your Wealth. 
Pho. The next himſelf comes, 

Not ſtaying for your Courteſic, and takes it. 

. Prot, What Counſel, my Achorens ? 

Acho. T'll go pray, Sir, 

For that is beſt Counſel now, the Gods way help ye. [ Ex. 

Pho. 1 found ye out a way but twas not credited, 

A moſt ſecure way : Whither will ye fly now? 

Achil.For when your Wealth is gone, your Pow'r muſt 
follow. FER) 
Pho. And that diminiſht alſo, what's your Liſe worth? 

Who wou'd regard it? 1 

Prol. You fay true. 

Achil. What Eye 
Will look upon King Prolomy? If they do look, 

It muſt be in ſcorn: © | 

For a poor King is a Monſter; 16 

What Ear remember ye? *twill be then a Courtclic, 

A noble one, to take your Life too from ye: 

But if reſerv d, you ſtand to fill a Victory; 

As who knows Conquerors Minds? though outwardly 

They bear fair Stress. 

O Sir, does this not ſhake ye? . 

If to be honey'd on to theſe Affliction —— 

Pro. I never will: I was a Fool. 
o 
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Your Country's. Cauſe falls with ye too, and fetter d: 
All Agypt ſhall be plough'd up with diſhonour. 


Prol. No more: I am ſenſib le: And now my Spirit 
Burns hot within me. 


Achil. Keep it warm and fiery. 
Pho. And laſt be counſell'd. 
Ptol. T will, though I periſh 


_ Pho. Goin: We'll tell you all: And then wellexecute: 
FExennt. 
SCENE II. 


Enter Cleopatra , Arſino, and Eros. 


- Arſ. You are ſo Impatient. 
Cle. Have 1 not cauſe? 
Women of common Beauties, and low Births, 
When they are lighted, are allow'd their Angers 
Why ſhou'd not I, a Princeſs, make him know 
The baſeneſs of his uſage? | 
Ar,ſ. Yes, tis fit: 
But then again you know what Man. 
Cle. He is no Man: 
The ſhadow of a Greatneſs hangs upon him, *E 
And not the Virtue: He is no Conqueror, 
Has ſuffer'd under the baſe droſs of Nature: 
Poorly deliver'd up his Pow'r to Wealth, ö 
The God of bed- rid Men, taught his Eyes Treaſon 
Againſt the truth of Love: He has e Rebellion: 
Defy'd his holy Flames. 
Eros. He will fall back again, 
And ſatisfie your Grace. Wo 
Cle. Had I been old. | 
Or blaſted inmy Bud, he might have dow 'd 
Some ſhadow of diſlike : But, to prefer | 
The luftre of a little Art, An, 
And the poor Glow- worm light of ſome faint Jewels, 
Before the life of Love, and Ioul of Beauty, 
Oh how it vexes me: He is no Soldier, 
All honourable Soldiers are Love's Servant 
He is a Merchant, a meer wandring Merchant, 
Servile to gain: He trades for poor Commodities, = 
nd 
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And makes his Conqueſts, Theftsz ſome fortunate Cap- 
That quarter with him, and are truly valiant, (tains 
Have flung the name of happy Ceſar on him, 
Himſelf ne er won it: He is ſo baſe and covetous, 
He'll ſell his Sword for Gold, | 
Arſ. This is too bitter. 3 

Cle. Oh I could curſe my ſelf, that was ſo fooliſh, 
So fondly Childiſh to believe his Tongue, 41 

His promiſing Tongue, e'er I cou'd catch his Temper : | I 

I had traſh enough to have cloyd his Eyes withal, 

His covetous Eyes; ſach as J ſcorn to tread on: 
Räicher than e' er he ſaw yet, and me re tempting; (nour, 
Had I known he had ſtoop'd at that, I had fav'd mine Ho- 

I had been happy ſtil}: But let him take it, 

And let him brag how poorly I am rewarded: 

Let him go conquer ſtill weak wretched Ladies: 

Love has his angry Quiver too, his deadly, 

And when he finds ſcorn, arm'd at the ſtrongeſt: 

I am a Fool to fret thus for a Fool, | 

An old blind Fool too? I loſe my Health: 1 will not, 

I will not cry; I will not honour him, = 

With Tears diviner then the Gods he worſhips; 

I will not take the pains to curſe a poor thing. 

Eros. Die not; You ſhall not need. 
Cle. Would 1 were Prifoner 

To one J hate, that I might anger him; 

I will love any Man, to break the Heart of him, 

Any that has the Heart and Will to kill him, 

Arſ. Take ſome fair Truce. 
Cle. J will go ſtudy Miſchief, 

And put a Look on, arm'd with all my Cunnings, 

Shall meet him like a Baſilisk, and ſtrike him? 

Love, put deſtroying Flames into mine Eyes, 

Into my Smiles, deceits, that I may torture him, | 
That I may make him love to Death, and laugh at him, 
aer Apollodorus. 5 

Atol. Caſar commends his Service to your Grace. 

- Cle. His Service? hat's his Service? 
Eros Pray ye be patient, | 


he noble Caſar loves till | 
1 a | g b ip —— . M4 | ae, 
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Cle. What's his Will? | 


Apol. He craves acceſs unto your Highnes, 
Cle. No; „ * 25 


Say no, I will have none to trouble me. 

| Arſ. Good Siſter : _ _ . | 
die. None, I fay; I will be private. 
Would thou hadſt flung me into Nylus, Keeper, 


When firſt thou gav'ſt conſent, to 0 my Body | 
To this unthankful Ceſar. 


Apol. Twas your Will, Madam, 
ay more, your Charge upon me, as 1 honour d yez 
You know what Danger 1 endur'd. 
Cle. Take this, 

And carry it to that Lordly Ceſar ſent thee: 
There's a new Love, a handſome one, a rich one, 
One that will hug his Mind; bid him make Love to it: 
Tell the ambitious Broker, this will ſuffer⸗ 


Enter Cæſar. 


1 


— 
* 


4 J. He enters, 
Al. Hor? 


Cæſ. I do not uſe to wait, Lady; 3 1 7 

Where I am, all the Doors are free and open. 
Cie. I gueſs ſo. by your rudeneſs. 

Ceſ. Ye are not Angry? 

Things of your tender Mold ſhould be moſt TAE t 
Why do you frown? good Gods, what a ſet-anger. 
Have you forc'd into your Face? Come, I mult temper * 

What a coy Smile was there, and a diſdainful? 
How like an ominous flaſh it broke out from ye? 2 | 
Defend me, Love, Sweet, who, has anger'd ye? 


Cle. Shew him a Glaſs; that falſe Fo 205 has aber e me, 
That baſe Heart wrought me 


Cæſ. Be more ſweetly Aug=Y A 

I wrong'd ye, Fair? Os 
dle. Away with your foul ; log bas £32. 409 
They are too. groſs; but that I dare be angry, | 
And with as great a God as Ceſar is, 
To ſhew how poorly. I ee his Memory, 
I would not ſpeak to ye. 1 
(. Pray 4 undo this Riddle, 105 


A 


ein 
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And tell me how I have vex'd ye? 
Cle. Let me think firſt, 

Whether I may put on a Patience 

That will with Honour ſuffer me; know, I hate ye, 
Let that begin the Story: Now Ill tell ye. 

Ceæſ. But do it milder: In a noble Lady, 

Softneſs of Spirit, and a ſober Nature, (neſs, 
That moves like Summer Winds, cool, and blows Sweet- 
Shews bleſſed like her (elf. | 7 

Cle. And that great Bleſſedneſs | 

You firſt reap'd of me, *till you taught my Nature 
Like a rude Storm to talk aloud, and thunder, 
Sleep was not gentler to my Soul, and ſtiller; 
You had the Spring of my Affections, 
And my fair Fruits I gave you leave to taſte of; 
Lou muſt expect the Winter of mine Anger: 

Vou flung me off, before the Court diſgrac'd me, 
When in the Pride I appear'd of all my Beauty, 
Appear'd your Miſtreſs; took into your Eyes 
The common Strumper, love of hated Lucre, 
Courted with covetous Heart the Slave of Nature, 
Gave all your Thoughts to Gold, that Men of Glory, 
And Minds adorn'd with noble love, would kick at; 
Soldiers of royal Mark, ſcorn ſuch baſe purchaſe : 
Beauty and Honour are the Marks they ſhoot at: 

I ſpake to ye then, I courted ye, and woo'd ye, 
Call'd ye dear Ceſar, hung about ye tenderly, 
Was proud to appear your Friend. | 
Ceæſ. You have miſtaken me. 

Cle. But neither Eye, nor Fayour, not a Smile, 
Was I bleſſed back, but ſhook off rudely;z 

And, as ye had been fold to ſordid Infamy, 

You fell before the Images of Treaſure, 

And in your Soul you worſhip'd ; I ſtood lighted, 
Forgotten and contemn'd, my ſoft Embraces, 

And thoſe ſweet Kiſſes you calPd Eligzium, 

As Letters writ in Sand, no more remembred: 

The name and glory of your Cleopatra 
Laugh'd at, and made a ftory to your Captains; 


Shall I endure? Dh 


1 PR . 
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Caſ. You ate deceiv'd in All this; 
Upon my Life you are, tis your much Tesderneſ. 
Cle. No, no, I love not that way, you are cozen'd ; 
I love with as much Ambition as a Conqueror, 
And where I love, will triumph. FE” 
 Gaſ. So you ſhall; 
My Heart ſhall be the Chatiot chat hal bear ye, 
All T have won ſhalt wait upon ye: By the Gods, 
The bravery of this Woman's Mind has fir'd me; 
Dear Miſtreſs, ſhall I but this- DR 
Cle. How, Ceſar "EK: 
Have I let flip a ſecond Vanity 
That gives thee Hope? 
_ Ce. You ſhall be abſolute, 
And {3 cign alone as Queen; you ſhall be any thing, 
Cle. Make me a Maid again, and then I'll hear thec; 
Examine all thy Art of War to do that, 
And af thou find'ſt it poſſible, I'll love thee; 
Till then, farewel, unthankful. 
Ceſ. Stay. 
Cle. 1 will not. 
Ceſ. I command. 
Cle, Command, and go without, Sir. 
I do command thee be my Slave for ever, 
And vex while I laugh at thee. 
Ceſ. Thus low, Beauty? 
Cle. It is too late; when I have found thee abſolute, 
The Man that Fame reports thee, and to me, 
May be I ſhall think better. Farewel, Conqueror. Exit. 
Ceſ. She mocks me too; I will enjoy her Beauty, 
I will not be deny'd, P'll force my longing. l 
Love is beſt pleas'd, when roundly we compel him, 
And as he is Imperious, fo will I be. 
Stay Fool, and be advis'd; that dulls the Appetite, 
Takes off che ſtrength and ſweetneſs of Delight. 
By Heav'n ſhe is a Miracle, I muſt uſe 
A handſome way to win: How now? what fear 
Dwells in your Faces? You look all Diſtracted. 
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Enter Sceva, Antony, and Dolabella. 

Sce. If it be fear, tis fear of your undoing, 
Not of our ſelves; fear of your poor declining; 
Our Lives and Deaths are equal Benefits, 
And we make louder Prayers to die nobly, (here, 
Than to live high and wantonly: Whilſt you are ſecure 
And offer Heccatombs of lazy Kiſſes 

To the lewd God of Love and Cowardiſe, 

And maſt laſciviouſly die in Delights, 

You are begirt with the fierce Alexandrians, 

Dol. The Spawn of Agypt flow about your Palace, 

Arm'd all, and ready to Aſſault. 

Ant. Led on | 
By the falſe and baſe Photinus and his Miniſters 

o ſtirring out, no peeping through a loop-hole, 
But ſtraight ſaluted with an armed Dart. 

Sce. No Parley, they are deaf to all but Danger; 
They {wear they will flea us, and then dry our Quarters 
A raſher of a falt Lover, is ſuch a Shoeing-horn ; 

Can you kiſs away this Conſpiracy, and ſet us free?, 

Or will the Giant God of Love fight for ye? 

Will his fierce War-like Bow kill a Cock-ſparrow ? 
Bring out the Lady, ſhe can quel this Mutiny, 

And with her powerful Looks ſtrike awe into them 
She can deſtroy, and build again the City : | 
YourGoddeſſes have mighty gifts;ſhew*emher fairBreaſts, 
The impregnable Bulwarks of proud Love, and let em 
Begin their Battery there, ſhe will laugh at em; 
They are not above a hundred thouſand, Sir, 

A miſt, a miſt, that when her Eyes break our, 

Her powerful radiant Eyes, and ſhake their flaſhes, 
Will flie before her heats. * | 

Ceſ. Begirt with Villains? 5 

See. They come to play you and your Love a Hunt-ſup, 

You were told what this ſame whoreſon Wenching long 

ago would come to: 5 

You are taken napping now; has not a Soldier 
A time to kiſs his Friend, and a time to conſider, 

But he muſt lie ſtill digging like a Pioneer, 
Making of Mines, and burying of his Honour ho ? 5 

| were 
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Tiere good you would think — 
Dol. And time too, or you will find aſe 
A harder task, than courting a coy Beauty. 

Ant. Look out, and then believe. 

Sce. No, no, hang Danger 
"Take me provoking Broth, and then go to her; 

Go to your Love, and let her feel your Valour, (Sir, 
Charge her whole Body; when the Sword's in your Throat, 
You may cry, Ceſar, and ſce if that will help ye. 

Ceſ. I'll be my felf again, and meet their Furies, 
Meer,and conſumetheir Miſchiefs: Make ſome ſhift,Sceva, 
To recover the Fleet, and bring me up two Legions, 
And you ſhall ſee me, how I'll break like Thunder 
Amongſt theſe Beds of ſlimy Eels, and ſcatter 'em. 

Sce. Now ye ſpeak Senſe, I'll put my Life to the hazard 
Before Igo. No more of this warm Lady, 

She will ſpoil your Sword-hand. 

Ceſ. Go, come, let's to Counſe! 

How to prevent, and then to execute. [ Exeunt, 


Ne . 


1 Enter Soldiers. 


1 Sl. Did ye ſez this Penitence ? | 
2 Sol. Yes, I ſaw, and beard it. 
3 Sol. And I too, look'd upon lim. and obſery d it, I 
He 5 the ſtrangeſt Septinius now | | 
1 Hl. J heard he was alter'd, rep 
And had given away his Gold to honeſt uſes, A 
Cry'd monſtrouſſy. Be ON are 
2 $9. He cries abundantly ; ue ro 9 7 
He is blind almoſt with Weeping. e 
3 S. * Tis moſt wonderful, 
That a hard-hearted Man, and an old 1 Soldier, 5 Ys oy 'd 
Should have ſo much kind Moiſture; when his Mother 
He laugh'd aloud, and made the wicked'ſt Ballads — — 
1 So], *T 1s like enough, he never ov'd his Parents; 
Nor can I blame bim, for they neꝰer lov'd him, 
His Mother dream'd beforę ſhe was deliver Fr 3 


2 W ye Fas brought abed witha Buzzer, 100 ever! a by 
She 


2 a 
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She whiſtled him up to rh' World; his brave Clothes tod 


He has flung away, and goes like-one of us now; 
Walks with his Hands in's Pockets, poor and lor. owful, 
And gives the beſt Inſtructions. — 
2 Sol. And tells Stories 
Of honeſt and good People that were honour'd, 
And how they were remembred; and runs mad, 
If he but hear of any ung rateful Perſon, 
A bloody or betraying Man 
3 Sol. It it be poſſible 
That an Arch-Villain may ever be recover d, 
This Penitent Raſcal will pur hard; 'twere "worth cur 
To ſee him once again. 
"Enter Septinius. 
1 8. He ſpares 1 us that labour, | 
For here he comes: , 
Sep. Bleſs ye my honeſt Friends, 
Bleſs ye from baſe unworthy Men; come not near me, 
For I am yet too taking for your Company. 
1 Sol. Did I not tell ye? 
2 Sol. What Book's that? 
: Sol. No doubt, 
Some excellent Salve for a ſore Heart : Are you 
Septinius, that baſe Knave that betray'd Pompey ? 
Sep. I was, and am ; unlels your honeſt Thoughts 
Will look upon my Penitence, and ſave me, 
I muſt be ever Villain: O good Soldiers, 
Vou that have Roman Hearts, take Hed of Falſhood ; 
Take heed of Blood ; take heed of faul Ingratituce ; 
The Gods have ſcarce a Mercy for thoſe Miſchieſs: 
Take heed of Pride, twas that that brought me to it. 
2 Sol. This Fellow would makea rare Speech at the Gal- 
Sol, Iis very fit he were hang'd to edific us. (lows. 
Sep, Let all your Thoughts be humble and obedient, 
Love your Commanders, honour them that feed e: 
Pray that ye may be ſtrong in Honeſty 5G 
As in the uſe of Arms : Labour, and diligently, _ * 
To keep your hearts frem Fase, and her baſe Iſſues: 
Pride and ambitious 'Wartonnels, thoſe ſpoil'd me: 
Rather loſe all your Links, tht the leaſt Honeſty, © 
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You are never lame indeed, till loſs of credit 
Benum I 4 Scars, and thoſe maims of Honour 
Are memorable Crutches, that ſhall bear, 
When you are dead, your noble Names to Eternity. 
1 Sol. I cry. g N 
2 Sol. And ſo do J. 
3 Sol. An excellent Villain. 
1 Sl A more ſweet pious Knave, I never heard yet. 
2 Sl. He was happy he was a Raſcal, to come to this. 
ute Achern. | * 
Who's this, a Prieſt? + 
Sep. O ſtay, moſt holy Sir! 
And by the Gods of Ægypt I conjure ye, 
Tis, and great Ofiris, pity me, a 
Pity a loaden Man, and tell me truly 
With what moſt humble Sacrifice I may 
Waſh off my Sin, and appeaſe the Powers that hate me: 
Take from my Heart thoſe thouſand thouſand Furies, 
That reſtleſs gnaw upon my Life, and fave me; 
Oreſtes bloody Hands fell on his Mother, 

Yer at the holy Altar he was pardon d. 
Acbo. Oreſtes out of madneſs did his Murder, 
And therefore he found Grace; thou, worſt of all Men, 

Out of cold Blood, and hope of Gain, baſe lucre, 
Slew'ſt thine own Feeder; come not near the Altar, 
Nor with thy reeking Hands pollute the Sacrifice; 

Thou art mark'd for ſhame eternal, ¶[Erit. 
Sep. Look all on me, | | 
And let me be a'Story left to Time ; 
Of Blood and Infamy, how baſe and ugly 
Ingratitude appears with all her Profits, | i 
How monſtrous my hoped Grace at Court. Good Soldiers, 
Let neither Flattery, nor the witching ſound 
Of high and ſoft P:eferment, touch your goodneſs: 
To be valiant, old, and honęſt, O what bleſſedneſs —— 

1 Sol. Doſt thou want any thing? : 
Sep. Nothing but your Prayers. 
2 8. Be thus, and let the blind Prieſt do his worſt, 
We have Gods as well as they, and they will hear 5 ; 
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3 Sol. Come, cry no more: Thou haſt wept out twenty 
Enter Photinus, and Achillas. [Pompeys. 


Pb. So Penitent ? 
Achil. It ſeems ſo. 
Pho. Vet for all this 
We muſt employ him. 3 
1 Sol. Theſe are the armed Soldier-leaders: 


au and let's to th Fort, we ſhall be ſnapt elle. | Exit. 
Pho. How now? Why thus? What cauſe of this de- 
Achil. Why doſt thou weep ? - ; (jection? 


Sep. Pray leaye me, you have ruin'd me, 
You have made me a famous Villain. 
Pho. Does that touch thee ? 


Achil. He will be hard to win: He feels his lewydneſs. 


Pho. He muſt be won, or we ſhall want our right Hand. 


This Fellow dares, and knows, and mult be heartned. 


Art thou ſo poor to blench at what thou haſt done? 
Is Conſcience a Comrade for an old Soldier? 

Achil. It is not that: It may be ſome diſgrace 
That he takes heavily, and would be cherifl'd N 
Seprinius ever ſcorn'd to ſhew ſuch weakneſs. 

Sep. Let me alone; I am not for your purpoſe, 
I am now a new Man. Ts 
/ Pho. We have new affairs for thee, 
Thoſe that would raiſe mY Head. 
Sep. I would twere off, 
And in your Bellies, for the Love you bear me. 
| Tl be no more Knave; I have Stings enough 
Already in my Breaſt. I | 


And who dares think then that thou art not honeſt? 
Achil. Thou ſhalt Command in Chief all our ſtrong 


orces; 


* if thou ſerv'ſt an aſe, py not all juſtiſie it? 
. I am Rogue enough. 
57 Thou wilt be more, and baſer; 


A poor Rogue is all Rogues; open to all ſhames; 

Nothing to ſhadow him: Doſt thou think crying 
Can keep thee from the cenſure of the Multitude? 
Or to be kneeling at the Altar ſave thee? 


— 


1 


Tis poor and ſervile: | 
Wert thou thine own Sacrifice 
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_ *T'would ſeem ſo low, People would ſpit the fire out. 


_ Achil, Keep thy ſelf glorious ſtill, though ne'er ſo 
And that will lefſen it, it not work it out. ( ſtain'd, 


To go complaining thus, and thus repenting 


Hr LEN that had betray'd her Maiden-head---- 1 
Sep. I'll ſtop mine Ears. 
Aacbil. Will ſhew ſo in a Soldier, 

So fimply and fo ridiculouſly, ſo tamely — = 

Pho. If People would believe thee, twere ſome Honeſty, 

And for thy Penitence would not laugh at thee, 

As {ure they will, and beat thee, for thy Poverty: 
If they would allow thy Foolery, there were ſome hope. 


_ - Pho. Nay, more than that, thy Miſery, 


Thy monſtrous Miſery. 
Achil. He begins to hearken: 
Thy Mifery ſo great, Men will not bury thee. 
Sep. That this were true! 4 


_ Pho, Why does this conquering Ceſar © = (bles, 


Labour through the World's deep Seas of Toils and Trou- 
Dangers, and deſperate Hopes? To repent afterwards? 
Why does he ſlaughter thouſands in a Battel, 
8 his Country with the Sword? To cry for't? 
Thou kill'dft great Pompey : He'll kill all his Kindred, 
And juſtifie it; nay raiſe up Trophies to it: 


V ben thou hear ſt him repent, (he's held moſt holy too) 


And cry for doing daily bloody Murthers, 
Take thou Example, and go ask forgivenels, 
Call up the thing thou nam'ſt thy Conſcience, 


And let it work; then "twill ſeem well, Septinius. ; 


Sep. He dces all this 2 
Achil. Ves, and is honour'd for it; 


* 


Nay call'd the honour'd Ceſar, fo may'ſt chou bez 


s * 


& 


Thou wert born as near a Crown as he. 
Sep, He was poor: | 
Pho, And det; 


crate bloody tricks got him this credit. 


Sep. Jam afraid you will once more 


r 


obo. Help to raiſe thee; 
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Off with thy pining Black, it dulls a Soldier, 
And put on Reſolution like a Man, 
A noble Fate waits on thee. 
Sep. I now feel | | 
My ſelf returning Raſcal ſpeedil rp 
© that I had the Power 
Achil. Thou ſhalt have all: 


And do all through thy Power, Men ſhall admire thee, 


And the Vices of Septinius ſhall turn Virtues. - 
Sep. Off, off, thou muſt off; off my Cowardice, 
Puling Repentance off. | 
Pho. Now thou ſpeak'ſt nobly. 
| My daring ſhall be Deity, to ſave me: 
Give me Inſtructions, and put Action on me: 
A glorious Cauſe upon my Sword*s point, Gentlemen, 
And let my Wit and Valour work: You will raiſe me, 
And make me out-dare all my Miſeries? 
Pho, All this, and all thy wiſhes. 
Sep. Uſe me then, 3 
Womaniſh Fear farewel, I'll never melt more, 
Lead on, to ſome great thing, to weal my Spirit: 
I cut the Cedar, Pompey, and I'll fell 
This huge Oak C#ſar too. | 
Phy. Now thou ſing'ſt ſweetly, 
And Prolomy ſhall Crown thee for thy Service. 
Acbil. He's well wrought, put him on apace for cooling. 
FE [ Exeunt. 


2 


4 t 
Emer Cæſar, Antony aud Dolabella. 
Am. THE Tumult till encreaſes. 
I Ceyf. O my Fortune! Jas 
My luſtful Folly rather! but tis well, | 
And worthily I am made a Bondman's Prey, 
That after all my glorious Vi&tories, 
In which I paſs'd ſo many Seas of dangers ; 
When all the Elements conſpir'd againſt me, 
n * 


9 — 


Sep. Off my dejected Looks, and welcome Impudence; 
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Would yield up the Dominion of this Head 
To any mortal Power; fo blind and ſtupid, 
To truſt theſe baſe Exyptians, that proclaim! d 
Their Perjurics in noble Pompey's Death, 
And yet that could not warn me. 
Dol. Be ſtill Cæſar, | 
W ho ever lov'd to overtlh his Fate. I 
Where Danger look'd molt dreadful. . I 
Ant. If you fall, 
Fall not alone; let the King and his Siſter 
Be buried in your Ruins; on my life 
They both are guilty; Reaſon may aſſure you 
Photmus nor Achillas durſt attempt 


Or ſhake one Dart, or Sword, aim d at your Safety, 
Without their Warrant. 
Cæſ. For the young King, I know not 
| How he may be miſ- led; but for his Siſter 
Unequal'd Cleopatra, *rwere a kind 
Of Blaſphemy to doubt her; ugly Treaſon 
Durſt never dwell in ſuch a glorious building, 
Nor can fo clear and great a Spirit as hers is 
Admit of Falſhood. 
Ant. Let us ſeize on him then; 
And leave her to her Fortune. 
Dol. If he have Power 
Uſe it to your Security, and let 
His Honeſty acquit him; if he be ſafe, 
It is too great an Honour he ſhould dye 
By your victorious Hand. 
Cæſ. He comes, and I 
- Shall do as I find cauſe. 
Enter Ptolomy, Achoreus and Apollogorus. 
Pol. Let not great Ceſar 
Impate the breach of Hoſpitality 
To you, my Gueſt, to me; I am contemn'd, 
And my rebellious Subjects lift their Hands 
Againſt my Head; and would oy aim'd no _— 
Provided that I fell a Sacrifice 
To gain your ſafety: That this is not * d, 


T he boldneſs of my SOIT * n you: 


Had 
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Had I been privy to their bloody Plot, 
I now had led them on, and given fair gloſs 
To their bad Cauſe, by being preſent with them: 
But I, that yet taſte of the Puniſhment 
In being falſe to Pompey, will not make 
A ſecond fault to Ceſar uncompell'd : 
With ſuch as have not yet ſhook off Obedience; 

I yield my ſelf to you, and will take part 
In all your dangers. ved 

Ceſ. This pleads your Excuſe, 
And ] receive it. 8 

Aebo. If they have any touch 

Of Juſtice, or Religion, 1 will uſe | 

The Authority of our Gods, to call them back 

From their bad purpoſe. . 

Apol. This part of the Palace _ Wo 
ls yet defenſible; we may make it good | 
Till your Powrs reſcue us. 
Ceſ. Ceſar befieg?d? 

O ſtain to my great Actions! Twas my cuſtom, 
An Army routed, as my Feet had Wings . 
To be firſt in the Chaſe; nor Walls, nor Bulwarks 
Could guard thoſe that eſcap'd the Battel's fur 
From this ſtrong Arm; and I to be enclos'd ! 
My Heart! my Heart! but tis Neceſſity, 

To which the Gods muſt yield, and I obey, 
Till I redeem it, by ſome glorious way. —[Exeunt. 


"SOFENT it 
Enter Photinus, Achillas, Septinius and Soldiert. 
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Pho. There's no retiring now, we are broke in; 
The Deed paſt hope of Pardon: If we proſper 
"Twill be ſtil'd lawful, and we ſhall give Laws 
To thoſe that now command us: Stop not at 
Or Loyalty, or Duty; bold Ambition | 
To dare, and Power to do, gave the firſt difference 
Between the King and Subject; Cæſar's Motto, 
Aut Cæſar aut Nihil, each of us mult claim, 
And ule it as our own. . 


+ 
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Acbil. The deed is bloody, k 
If we conclude in Prolomy's Death. 
_ Pl. The beter, 5 <0 
The Globe of Empire muſt be ſo manur'd, 5 
Sep. Rome, that from Romulus firſt took her Name, 
Had her Walls water'd with a Crimſon ſhow'r + 
Drain'd from a Brother's Heart; nor was ſhe rais'd 
To this prodigious height, that overlooks TE 
Three full parts of the Earth that pay her Tribute, 
But by enlarging of her narrow bounds 
By the Sack of Neighbour Cities, not made hers 
Till they were Cemented with the Blood of thoſe 
That did poſſeſs em: Ceſar, Prolomy, 
Now I am ftecl'd, to me are empty Names, 
Eſteem'd as Pimpey's was. 
_ Pho. Well faid, Seprinius, 
Thou now art right again 
Aaocbil. But what courſe take we 
For the Princeſs Cleopatra? - 
Pho. Let her live | 2 
A while, to make us ſport: She ſhall authorize 
Our Undertakings to the ignorant People, 
As if what we do were by her Command: 
But our triumvirat Government once confirm'd, 
She bears her Brother company: that's my Province; 
Leave me to work her. | 
_ Achil. I will undertake 
Poor Prolomy. 13 
Sep. Ceſar ſhall be my task, 
And as in Pompey I began a N ame, 
Il perfect it in Ceſar. © 


Enter above Cæſar, Ptolomy, Achoreus, Apollodorus, 


Antöny and Dolabella. 

Pbo. Tis reſolvd then, 1 . 

We'll force our Paſſage. _ 
Achil.” See, they do appear, 

As they deſir'd a Parley. 0 

JJ PR yer. 

' Thave brought them to Capitulate: 
Prol. Now Phot is? 


* 
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Pho. Now Ptolomy? 
Prol. No addition? 
Pho. We are equal, 
Though Cæſar's Name were put into the Scale, 
In which our Worth is v eigh'd. 
Ceſ. Preſumptuous Villain, 
Upon what grounds haſt thou preſum'd to raiſe 
* Thy ſervile Hand againſt the King, or me, 
That have a greater Name? 
Pho. On thoſe, by which 
Thou didft preſume to paſs the Rubicon 
Againſt the Laws of Rome; and at the Name 
Of Traitor ſmile, as thou didſt when Marcellus 
The Conſul, with the Senate's full conſent, 
Pronounc'd thee for an Enemy to thy Country 
Yet thou went'ſt on, and thy rebellious Cauſe 
Was crown'd with fair ſucceſs: Why ſhould we fear then? 
Think on that, Ceſar. | 
Cæſ. O the Gods! be brav'd thus? 
And be compell'd to bear this from a Slave, 
That would not brook great Powpey his Superior? 
Achil. Thy Glories now have touch'd the higheſt point, 
And muſt deſcend. 
Pho. Deſpair, and think we ſtand 
The Champions of Rome, to wreak her Wrongs, 
Upon whole Liberty thou haſt ſer thy Foot. 
Sep. And that the Ghoſts of all thoſe noble Romans 
Thar by thy Sword fell in this Civil War, 
Expect Revenge. 
Ant. Dar'ſt thou ſpeak, and remember 
There was a Pompey? 
Pho. There is no hope to "ſcape us: 
If that againſt the odds we have upon you, 
You dare come forth and fight, receive the Honour 
To dye like Romans; if ye faint, reſolve 
To ſtarve like Wretches: I diſdain to change 3 
Another Syllable with you. | _ [Exiz. 
Ant. Let us dye nobly; / ' 
- And rather fall upon eh other's Sword, 
Then come into theſe Villains Hands. 
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Caſ. That Fortune, 75 
Which to this hour hath been a Friend to cæſar, | 
Though for a while ſhe cloath her Brow with frowns, 
Will ſmile again upon me: Who will pay her, 

Or Sacrifice, or Vows, if ſhe forfake | 


Her beſt of works in me? Or ſuffer him, 


Whom with a ſtrong Hand ſhe hath led Triumphant 

Through the whole Weſtern World, and Rome acknow- 

Her Soveraign Lord, to end ingloriouſly, (leg d 

A Life admir'd by all? The threatned Danger 

Muſt, by a way more horrid, be avoided, 

And I will run the hazard: Fire the Palace, 

And the rich Magazines that neighbour it, 

In which the Wealth of Agypr is contain'd: 

Start not, it ſhall be ſo; that while the People 

Labour in quenching the enfuing Flames,. 

Like Ceſar, with this handful of my Friends, 

Through Fire, and Swords, I force a paſſage to 
My conquering Legions, King, if thou dar'ft follow 

Where Ceſar leads, or live, or die a Free- man; 

If not, ſtay here a Bond-man to thy Slave, 

And dead, be thought unworthy of a Grave. ¶ Exeunt 


SCENE III. 


Enter Septinius. | 

Sep. I feel my Reſolution melts again, 
And that I am not Knave alone, but Fool 
In all my purpoſes. This Devil Photinus 
Employs me, as a Property, and grown uſeleſs 
Will ſhake me off again: He told me ſo 
When I kill'd Pompey: Nor can I hope better, 

When Ceſar is diſpatch'd : Services done 
For ſuch asonly ſtudy their own ends, 
Joo great to be rewarded, or return'd 
With deadly hate; Ilearn'd this Principle 
In his own School: Vet ſtill he fools me; well: 
And yet he truſts me; ſince I in my Nature 
Was faſhion'd to be falſe, wherefore ſhould Il, 
That kill'd my General, and a Roman, one 17 
— 2 — To 


To whom I owe all nouriſhments of Life, 
He true to an Ægyftian? To fave Caſar, 
And turn Photinus's Plots on his own Head, 
As it is in my Power, redeem my Credit, 
And live, to lye, and ſwear again in Faſhion, 
Oh; 'twere a Maſter-piece? Ha? ba? 
How's he got off? | Hg: 
Enter Cæſar, Ptolomy, Anthony, Dolabella, Acho- 
77 reus, Apollodorus, and Soldiers, 
The Fire has took, a 
And ſhews the City like a ſecond Troy, 
The Navy too is ſcorch'd, the People greedy 
To fave their Wealth, and Houſes, while their Soldiers 
Make ſpoil of all: Only Achillas's Tr | 
Make good their Guard: Break 6 we are ſafe : 
P11 lead you like a Thunder- bolt. | 
Sep. Stay Ceſar. ' © 
Ceſ. Who's this? The Dog Septinins © 
Ant. Cut his Throat. | 
Dol. You bark'd but now, fawn you ſo ſoon? 
Hep. O hear me, 1 
W hat I'll deliver is for Cæſar's Safety, 
For all your good. 


me Ceſar, 


Ant. Good from a Mouth like thine, (val Days. 


That neverbelch'd but Blaſphemy and Treaſon, on Feſti- 
Sep. I am an alter'd Man, alter'd indeed, | 
And I will give you cauſe to ſay I am a Roman. 
Dol. Rogue, I grant thee. : 
Sep. Truſt me, I'll make the Paſſage ſmooth and eaſie, 
For your eſcape. _ „ 85 | 
Ant. I'll truſt the Devil ſooner, 
And make a ſafer Bargain. 
Sep. lam truſted - 
With all Photinus's Secrets. 

Ant. There's no doubt then, 
Thou wilt be falſe. 
Sep. Still to be true to yous, 
Dol. And very likely. 

Ceſc Be brief, the means? 
+ Sep. Thus Ceſar: 
1 7 N 4 
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To me alone, but bound by terrible Oaths 


ww 


Not to diſcover it, he hath reveal d 
A diſmal Vault, whoſe dreadful Mouth do's open 


A Mile beyond the City: In this Cave 


Lie but two hours conceal d. 


Ant. If you believe him, 

He'll bury us alive. 

Dol. I'll fly in the Air firſt. 

Sep. Then inthe dead of Night, Il brin you back 
Into a private Room, where you ſhall find 
Photinus, and Achillas, and the reſt 
Of their Commanders, cloſe at Counſel. 

Cæſ. Good; what follows? 

Sep. Fall me fairly on their Throats, 

Their Heads cut off and ſhorn, the Multitude 


Will eaſily diſperſe. 


Cæſ. O Devil! Away with him: 
Nor true to Friend nor Enemy? Cæſar ſcorns 


To find his Safety, or revenge his Wrongs, 


So baſe a way; or owe the means of Life 
To ſuch a leaprous Traitor. I have towr'd 
For Victory like a Falcon in the Clouds, 


Not dig'd for't like a Moal: Our Swords, and Cauſe, 


Make way for us; and that it may appear - 
We took a noble Courſe, and hate baſe Treaſon, 
Some Soldiers, that would merit Cæſar's Favour, 
Hang him on yonder Turret, and then follow | 
The Lane this Sword makes for you. Exit. 
1 $0]. Here's a Belt, 
Though I die for it I'll uſe it. 
2 cl. Tis too good 
To truſs a Cur in. e 
Sep. Save me, here's Gold. 
1 l. If Rome - © | 
Were offer'd for thy 8 it t could not help thee. 
2. Sol. Hang not. an Arle. | 
1 85. Goad him on with thy Sword: 
Thou doſt deſerve a worſer End; and may 
All tuch conclude ſo, that their F riends betray. 


| Exzunt. 
SCENE. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter, ſeverally, Arſino, Eros, and Cleopatra: 
Arſe. We are loſt, 
Eror. Undone. | 
Arſe: Confuſion, Fire, and Swords, 
And fury in the Soldiers Face, more horrid, 
Circle us round. 5 g 
Eros. The King's Command they laugh at, 
And jeer at Cæſar's Threats. | 
 _ Arſ. My Brother ſeiz'd on 
By the Roman, as thought guilty of the Tumult, 
And forc'd to bear him Company, as mark d out 
For his Protection, or Revenge. 
Eros. They have broke 
Into my Cabinet: My Trunks are ranſack d. 
Arſ. J have loſt my Jewels too; but that's the leaſt: 
The barbarous Raſcals, againſt all Humanity 
Or ſenſe of Pity, have kill'd my little Dog, 
And broke my Monky's Chain. 
Eros. They rufled me: | 
But that I could endure, and tire em too, 
Would they proceed no further. 
 Arſ. O my Siſter! | LET 
Eros, My Queen, my Miſtreſs! FS 
Arſ. Can you ſtand unmov'd, ; | 
When an Earthquake of Rebellion ſhakes the City? 
And the Court trembles? - | : 
Cle. Yes, Arſino, i 
And with a maſculine Conſtancy deride 
Fortune's worſt Malice, as a Servant to 
My Virtues, not a Miſtreſs: Then we forſake 
The ſtrong Fort of our ſelves, when we once yield, 
Or ſhrink at her Aſſaults; I am ftill my ſelf, 
And though diſ-roab'd of Soveraignty, and raviſh'd 
Of ceremonious Duty, that attends it 
Nay, grant they had flav'd my Body, my free Mind, 
Like to the a wallin La of | 
Shall grow up flraighter, and enlarge it Ie, Spighr 
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Spight of the enyious weight that loads it with : 
Think of thy Birth, Ann; common wan ag | 
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Fit common Shoulders: Teach the Multitude, 


By ſuffering nobly what the 7 fear to touch 2 
The 2 of thy Mind does ſoar a pitch, 


Their dim Eyes, darkned by their narrow Souls, 
Cannot arrive at. 


Arſ. I am,new Created, | * 
And owe this ſecond Being to you, beſt Sifter, 


For now I feel you have infus'd into me 
Part of your Fortitude. 


Eros. I ſtill am fearful: | 
I dare not tell-a Lie: You that were born vs 


A 


Daughters and Siſters unto Kings, may nouriſn 


Great Thoughts, which l, chat am your humbleHandmaid, 
Muſt not preſume to Rival. 


Cle. Yet, my Eros, | 
Though thou haſt profited noble by being 
The whole courſe ny Life, learn in my Death, 


Though not to equal, yet to imitate 


Thy fearleſs Miſtreſs. 


Enter Photinus. 
Eros. O, a Man in Arms! 


His Weapon drawn tos! 


Cie. Though upon the Point | 
Death ſate, lll meet it, and out- dare the Danger. 

Pho. Keep the Watch ſtrong, and guard the a fre 
That leads unto the Sea. 

Cle. What Sea of Rudenefs 
Breaks in upon us? Or what Subject's Breath 
Dare raiſe a Storm, when we ma a Calm? 
Are Duty and Obedience fled to Heavy n, 
And in their room, Ambition and Pride 
Sent into wn. That Face ſpeaks thee Photinus, 
A thing thy Mother brought into the World, 
My Brother s and my Slave: But thy . 


Oppos d to that, an inſolent Intruder 


Upon that Soveraignty thou ſhould'ft * to: 


If in the Gulf of baſe Ingratitude, 


All n to Prolomy the King 


2 
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Be ſwallow'd up, remember who I am, | 
Whoſe Daughter, and whoſe Siſter ; or ſuppoſe 
That is forgot too; let the Name of Ceſar, 
W hich Nations quake at, ſtop the deſperate Madneſs, 
From running headlong on to thy confuſion. ' 
Throw from thee quickly thoſe rebellious Arms, 
And letme read Submiſſion in thine Eyes, 
Thy Wrongs to us we will not only pardon, 
But be a ready Advocate, to plead for thee 
To Ceſar, and my Brother. 
* Pho. Plead my Pardon? 1 
To you Ibow, but ſcorn as much to ſtoop thus 
To Prolomy, to Ceſar, nay the Gods, 
As to put off the Figure of a Man, 
And change my Eſſence with a ſenſual Beaſt : 
All my Deſigns, my Counſels, and dark Ends, 
Were aim'd to purchaſe you. 
Cle. How durſt thou, being | 
The ſcorn of Baſeneſs, nouriſh ſuch a Thought! 
Pho. They that have Power are royal; wy thoſe baſe 
That live at the Devotion of another. | 8 
What Birth gave Prolomy, or Fortune Ceſar, 
By Engines faſhion'd in this Protean Anvil, 
Thave made mine: And only ſtoop at you, 
Whom | would ſtill preſerve free to command me. 
For Cæſar's Frowns, they are below my Thoughts, 
And but in theſe fair Eyes 1 {till have read 
The ſtory of a ſupream Monarch __ 
To which all Hearts, with mine, gladly pay Tribute, 
Photinus Name had long ſince been as great é 
As Frolomy's & er was, or Cæſar's is; 
This made me as a weaker tie to unlooſe 
The knot of Loyalty, that chain d my Freedom; 
And ſlight the fear that Ceſar's Threats might cauſe, 
That I and they might ſee no Sun appear 8 
Bur Cleopatra, in th Agyprian Sphear. 
Cle. OGiant- like Ambition! Married to 
Cymerian Darkneſs! Inconſiderate Foo, 
Though flatter'd with Self- love, could ſt thou believe, 


Were all Crowns on the Earth made into one, 6 
Me n 
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And that, by Kings, ſet on thy Head; all Scepters 
WR thy Graf: and laid down at af Feet, 
I wou'd vouchſafe a Kik to a No-man? 


A gelded Eunuch? 


Pho. Faireſt, that makes for me; 
And ſhews it is no ſenſual Appetite, 
But true Love to the greatneſs of thy Sj irit, 
That when that you are mine ſhall yield me Pleaſures: 
Hymen, though bleſſing a new married Pair, 
Shall bluſh to think on, and our certain Iſſue, 
The glorious ſplendour of dread Majeſty ; 

W hoſe Beams ſhall dazle Rowe, and awe the World: 
My wants in that kind, others ſhall UPPIYs * 

And I give way to it. 5 
Cle. Baſer than thy Birth: 90 
Can there be Gods, and hear this, 2 no Thunder | 

Ram thee into the Eatth ? 

Pho. They are aſleep, 
And cannot hear thee : 
Or with open Eyes 4 
Did Fove look on us, I wou'd wag and ſwear | 
That his Artillery is cloy'd DY .Me3 
Or if that they have Paws r to hurt, his Bolts 
Are in my Hand. 

Cle. Moſt Impious! * 

Pho. They are Dream, of 
Religious Fools ſhake at: Yet to aſſure thee, 
If Nemeſi 5s, that ſcourges Pride, and Scorn, . 
Be any thing but a Name, ſhe lives in nme; 
For by m fel, an Oath to me more dreadful 
Than Nix is to your Gods, weak Prolomy a 


And Ceſar, both being in my Toil, 8 d, 


The pooreſt Raſcals that are in my Cam —5 
Shall, in my preſence, quench their luſtful . 
In thee, and young Auen; while I 7 £ 
To hear you howl-in vain: _ 
I deride thoſe Gods 
That you think can protect you. 5 

Cle. To prevent thee, . 
In that I am the — of my pue: e 7 6 

0. 
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So hope I of my Siſter : To confirm it, | 
I ſpit at thee, and ſcorn thee. : 

bo. I will tame 9 


That haughty Courage, and make it ſtoop too. 
Cle. Never. 55 
I I was born to command, and Iwill die ſo. 
Enter Achillas, and Soldiers, with the Body of 
Ptolomy. | . 
Pho. The King dead? this is a fair entrance to 
Our future Happineſs, | | 4 
Arſ. O my dear Brother? 


Cle. Weep not Arſinne, common Women do ſo, 
Nor loſe à Tear for him, it cannot help him; 
But ſtudy to die nobly. | 
| Pho. Ceſar fled? -” 
Iis deadly Aconite to my cold Heart : . 
It choaks my vital Spirits: Where was your care? 
Did the Guards ſleep? 
Acbil He rowz'd them with his Sword: 
We talk of Mars, but I am ſure his Courage 
Admits of no Compariſon but it ſelf; 
And, as inſpir'd by him, his following Friends, 
With ſuch a confidence, as young Eaglets prey 
Under the large Wing of their fiecer Dam, * 
Brake through our Troops, and ſcatter'd'em he went on, 
But ſtill purtird by us: When on the ſudden 
He turn'd his Head, and from his Eyes flew terror, 
Which ſtrook in us no leſs fear and amazement, 
Than if we had encounter'd with the Lightning 
Hurl'd from Fove's clowdy Brow. | 
Cie. "Twas like my Ceſar. . 3 
Aacabil. We faln back, he made on; and as our Fear 
Had parted from us, with his dreadful Looks, 
Again we follow'd: But got near the Sea, 
On which his Navy anchor'd, in one Hand 
Holding a Scroll he had above the Waves 
And in the other graſping faſt his Sword 
As it had been a Trident forg'd by Vulcan, 
To calm the raging Ocean, he made awa 


As if he had been Nepraue: His Friends, like . 


— 


„Jo follow Ceſar, he was trod to Death 
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So many Tritons follow'd their bold Showts, 
Yielding a chearful Muſick; we ſhower'd Darts 
Upon them, but in vain; they reach'd theit Ships, 
And in their ſafety we are ſunk; for Ceſar - 
Prepares for War. ? 

P bo. How fell the King? N . 
Aebil. Unable | 


By the Purſuers, and with him the Prieſt 
Of Iſs, good Achorens. 
Ar. May the Earth 
Lye gently on their Aſhes. 
Pho. I feel now, 
That there are Powers above us: And that 'tis not 
Within the ſearching Policies of Man, 
'To alter their Decrees. 
Cle. I laugh at thee: © 
Where aret y Threats now, Fool, thy Scoffs, and 28 
Againſt the Gods? I ſee Calamity 
Is the beſt Miſtreſs of Religion, "= 
And can convert an Atheiſt. . | [Shout within, 
Pho. O they come! | 
Mountains fall on me! O, for him to die 
That plac'd his Heav'n on Earth, is an aſſurance 
Of his Deſcent to Hell: Where ſhall I ide me? 
The greateſt daring to a Man diſhoneſt, 
Is but a baſtard Courage, ever fainting. [Exiz, 
Enter Cæſar, Sceva, Antony, and Dolabella. 
Ceſ. Look on your Ceſar z banifl Fear, my faireſt, 
You now are ſafe. 
Sce. By Venus, not a Kiſs 
Till our work be done: The Traitors once Uſpuck d, 
To it, and we'll cry aim. 
Ce. I will be ſpeedy. al 
ie. Farewel again p Au ne! how now 2 
Ever faint-harted? | 
Eros. But that I am afſar'd . 
Vour Excellency can command the General, | 
I fear the Soldiers, for they look "+ 


: They 


* 
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11 would be nibling too. 5 
Cle. He is all Honour, 

Nor do I now repent me of my Favours; 


Nor can I think Nature &er made a Woman, 
That in her Prime deſerv'd him. 


Enter Cæſar, Sceva, Antony, Dolabella, and Soldiers 


A with the Heads. 20 
Arſ. He's come back. 175 
Purſue no further; curb the Soldiers fury. 


Cæſ. See, beauteous Miſtreſs, their accurſed Heads, 
That did conſpire againſt us. 


Sce. Furies plague 'em; 


They had too fair an end, to die like Soldiers. 


Pompey fell by the Sword; the Croſs or Halter 


Should have diſpatch'd them. | 


Cæſ. All is but Death, good Sceva, 


Be therefore ſatisfy d: And, now, my deareſt, 


Look upon Ceſar, as he ſtill appear'd 

A Conqueror and this unfortunate Kin 

Entomb'd with Honour, we'll for Rome, where Ceſar 
Will ſhew he can give Kingdoms: For the Senate, 


Thy Brother dead, ſhall au, decree 


The Crown of Hart, that was 


No 


is, to thee, 
I [ Exennt ones, 


I Now ſhould wiſh another had my. Place, | 


But that I hope to come off, and with Grace. 


Aud but expreſs ſime Sign that you are fleas'd, 


We of our Doubts, they of their Fears are eas'd. 


I would beg further, Gentlemen, and much ſay 


In the favour of our ſelves, them, and the Play 
Did I not "of aſſur d, the moſt I ſee 
Hate Impudence, and cheriſh Modeſty. 
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